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Well  may  they  be  astonished,  for  there,  upon  a  pedestal  of  granite,  is  an  idol  the  like  of  which  the 
boys  had  never  seen  or  even  imagined,  golden  idol! 


cried  the  boys 
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THE  GOLiDEH  IDOL 

t  % _ 

By  HOWARD  AUSTIN 


PROLOGUE. 

A  cave  in  the  rock-bound  coast  of  Hindostan. 

More  than  a  cave  merely,  a  rock-hewn  temple. 

Here  worship  the  followers  of  Brahma,  or  here  have  wor¬ 
shiped.  for  the  place  is  as  silent  as  the  grave. 

1  would  have  said  "and  as  dark.”  but  that  the  light  of  two 
torches  is  at  present  thrown  upon  the  weird  scene. 

The  Coromandel  coast,  as  the  western  shore  of  Hindostan  is 
called,  is  inhabited  by  a  fierce,  mysterious  people,  who  re¬ 
gard  with  ill-concealed  jealousy  all  overtures  upon  the  part 
of  outside  barbarians. 

Of  a  different  religion— -of  entirely  different  habits — proud, 
haughty  and  self-centered,  they  regard  with  suspicion  all  at¬ 
tempts  by  the  men  of  other  nations  to  penetrate  to  the  in¬ 
terior  and  learn  more  of  the  manners  and  customs  of  the 
people. 

It  is  degrading  to  the  Burmese  caste  to  have  to  do  with 
these  interlopers,  even  to  speak  with  them,  and  to  commit 
such  an  outrage  as  marry  one  of  them  would  consign  the 
rash  creature  to  overlasting  punishment. 

Jealous  of  foreign  intercourse,  holding  strictly  and  sacredly 
to  all  their  own  peculiar  ideas,  resenting  inquiry,  avenging 
even  unintended  insults  with  tin*  most  savage  ferocity,  it  is 
not  strange  that  the  world  knows  so  little  of  these  people,  and 
that  so  slight  progress  has  been  made  toward  the  acquirement 
of  such  knowledge. 

In  India  proper  the  case  is  different;  but  in  Burma,  with 
the  exception  of  a  few  points  on  the  coast,  there  was.  at  the 
time  wc  speak,  little  or  no  communication  with  the  people. 

Near  the  mouth  of  a  river,  called  by  a  name  which  signifies, 
in  the  Burmese  tongue,  “river  of  fate,”  is  a  small  rocky  islet, 
from  which  one  can  catch  but  a  passing  glimpse  of  the  Indian 
Ocean,  owing  to  the  forests  further  down  the  river. 

The  islet  is.  as  it  were,  a  submerged  mountain,  the  top- of 
which  is  wholly  under  the  ocean. 

There  are  hills  and  valleys  under  the  sea  as  well  as  on  land, 
and  no  one  knows  whether  or  not  this  submerged  mountain 
might  not  have  been  once  as  high  above  water  as  it  now  is 
deep  below  it;  but.  at  any  rare,  nere  it  is.  and  the  bold  ad¬ 
venturer  who  shall  enter  the  mouth  of  the  cave  and  tread 
the  winding  path  which  leads  to  its  inner  recesses,  will  be¬ 
hold  such  mysteries  as  may  well  make  him  start  in  wonder 
and  surprise. 

Here  is  the  inner  chamber  of  this  cave.  high,  vaulted,  re¬ 
sounding  with  a  thousand  echoes,  dark,  mysterious  and 

gloomy. 

Two  lads  or  young  men.  habited  as  sailors,  stand  at  one  end 
-»r  what  seems  a  broad  aisle,  with  flaming  torches  in  their 
Hands,  gazing  with  mingled  wonder  and  fear  at  the  scene. 

No  one  else  is  here,  and  they  have  only  come  to  the  place 

, v  a"  idem,  but  as  they  begin  slowly  to  understand  its  nature, 
;t  is  ij<  t  -fraiige  that  they  should  he  alarmed. 

li  is  a  temple,  a  place  of  worship  consecrated  to  a  hundred 

•  it-efel  gods,  whose  images  may  he  seen  on  every  hand. 

As  tin*  two  lads  advance  down  the  broad  aisle  to  where  the 
/■a vi*  a-'Uinc  a  circular  form,  something  glistening  can  be 
at  tin*  oppo  ilc  side  of  the  circle. 


They,  cross  the  cavern  and  reach  the  strange- object,  which 
glitters*  more  the  nearer  they  approach. 

“What  brilliancy,  what  color!  I  never  saw  such  gems  in 
my  life.  Let  us  come  closer.” 

Well  may  they  be  astonished,  for  there,  standing  upon  a 
pedestal  of  black  granite,  polished  so  highly  that  it  refle  ts 
the  light  of  the  torches  like  a  mirror,  is  an  idol,  the  like  "f 
which  the  boys  have  never  seen  nor  even  imagined. 

“A  golden  idol!"  cried  the  boys. 

The  thing  is  seated  upon  the  backs  of  two  prostrate  men 
laden  with  chains  and  doomed  to  death:  with  one  hand  it 
holds  a  sword  and  with  the  other  a  pen.  an  open  book  resting 
on  one  knee. 

Around  the  heck  of  the  hideous  thing  are  strings  upon 
strings  of  skulls — human  skulls,  all  carved  in  gold,  and  brace¬ 
lets  of  human  teeth  are  upon  its  arms.  Its  feel  rest  upon  the 
neelcs  of  captives  and  the  sword  in  its  right  hand  is  about  tr 
penetrate  the  breast  of  one  of  the  wretched  creatures  upon 
whom  it  sits. 

But  the  eyes  are  what  strike  at  the  observer  first,  and  well 
they  may.  for  they  glitter  and  sparkle  as  though  on  fire. 

The  eyes  of  the  golden  idol  are  of  no  less  precious  material, 
for  they  are  diamonds. 

“Diamond  eyes  to  a  golden  idol!  Tell  you  what,  those  eyes 
would  make  our  fortune  at  home.  I'm  for  getting  them." 

Let  him  look  to  his  own  precious  eyes,  of  far  more  value 
than  those  of  the  idol,  if  he  contemplates  destroying  them. 

Here  are  t  wo  boys  in  the  cave  of  the  island  of  death  in  t lie 
river  of  fate,  standing  before  the  golden  idol  with  diamond 
eyes.  Let.  us  see  how  they  came  hither,  and  what  happened 
thereafter. 

CHAPTER  I. 

TWO  1501S.  A  STRANGE  GENTLEMAN  AND  A  SKA  C^TTAIN. 

Two  boys,  aged  about  seventeen  or  eighteen,  were  dis  •ii'-s- 
mg  a  couple  of  oyster  stews  in  a  restaurant  on  Washington 
street,  in  the  city  of  Boston. 

The  place  was  divided  off  into  little  curtained  boxes  after 
t lie  English  style,  and  the  two  boys  occupied  one  of  these 
compartment's,  sitting  opposite  each  other  upon  benches  which 
formed  part  of  the  partitions. 

i  The  older  boy  was  called  Ben  Meredith,  and  was  a  native 
of  Boston,  his 'friend  having  been  brought  up  in  the  West, 
though  for  the  last  six  months  lie  had  .made  his  home  with 
Ben,  being  a  distant  cousin  of  the  latter,  and  having  no 
nearer  relatives. 

Beu  had  a  mother  and  two  sisters,  his  father  having  died 
about  a  year  previous  to  this  time,  and  it  was  a  luird  job  for 
him  to  get  along. 

He  and  his  cousin,  Wilton  Grosvenor,  did  all  they  eouhl  to 
carry  on  the  establishment,  but  the  times  were  hard  and  it 
was  not  an  easy  thing  to  do. 

They  had  turned  over  many  plans  in  their  heads,  none  of 
which  seemed  to  meet  with  their  entire  approbation,  until  at 
last  Wilton  proposed  that  they  should  go  to  sea. 

“We  will  not  be  a  burden  upon  your  mother,  at  all  events,' 
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lit*  said,  in  defense  of  his  plan,  “and  she  and  the  girls  can 
take  in  sewing,  as  they  have  done.’' 

"lint  will  that  he  enough?” 

“We  shall  have  some  advance  money,  and  that  we  can 
leave  behind  us,  and  direct  the  agents  to  pay  two-thirds  of 
our  wages  each  month  to  your  mother.  That  will  help,  I 
guess.  ” 

“So  it  will.” 

“You  approve  of  tile  plan?” 

“Yes.” 

"Then  suppose  we  go  down  to  the  wharves  and  look  for  a 
ship.  The  fact  is,  I’ve  been  there  already,  and  have  picked 
out  one.  but  you'd  better  go  down,  too.” 

“What  sort  of  a  vessel  was  she?” 

“A  good-sized  bark,  rather  old  and  cranky,  but  still  I  think 
she  is  safe  enough.” 

“ Where  is  she  bound?” 

“For  the  Indian  Ocean;  Calcutta  or  Bombay,  I  believe.” 

“When  does  she  sail?” 

“On  Friday.” 

“This  is  Wednesday.” 

“Well,  she  may  not  leave  until  Saturday  morning:  there’s 
a  good  deal  to  be-  done  on  her  yet,  and  they  haven’t  made 
up  all  of  their  crew.” 

“What  is  her  name?” 

“She  is  called  the  Niger,  and  was  in  the  slave  trade  years 
ago,  but  belonged  to  other  parties  then.” 

“You  seem  to  know  a  good  deal  about  her  after  so  short  an 
acquaintance.” 

“Oh,  well,  sailors  will  talk,  you  know,  and  I  got  into  con¬ 
versation  with  an  old  codger  on  the  dock,  who  told  me  all 
about  her.” 

“Did  he  consider  her  a  safe  ship?” 

“  1  asked  him  that,  and  he  kind  o’  shook  his  head  and  said, 
slowly,  y-e-s,  she  was  safe  enough,  he  guessed;  at  any  rate 
-lie  would  be  as  long  as  the  rats  remained  in  her.” 

“The  rats?” 

“They  say  that  the  rats  will  desert  a  sinking  ship,  you 
know.  The  old  fellow  said  the  Niger  had  a  bad  name,  and 
if  the  crimes  done  aboard  of  her  in  times  gone  by  could  sink 
her,  that  she  would  have  gone  down  long  ago.” 

“What  were  they?” 

“Why,  besides  being  a  slaver,  her  captain  was  a  hit  of  a 
pirate,  and  did  a  little  scuttling  and  burning  when  the  other 
business  was  slack.  They  say  he  carried  off  a  beautiful  girl, 
aud  when  she  would  not  consent  to  be  his  he  cut  her  throat.” 

“The  wretch!” 

“And  that  her  ghost  haunted  the  ship  as  long  as  he  lived. 
He  was  captured,  his  ship  confiscated  and  be  was  hanged. 
The  vessel  was  sold  to  one  owner  and  another,  and  at  last 
ihe  present  fellows  got  hold  of  her.” 

“She  is  old,  then?” 

“Yes,  forty  or  fifty  years  at  least.  I  went  aboard  of  her, 
and  as  far  as  I  could  tell  she  is  all  right  enough.” 

“Isn’t  there  any  other?” 

“No,  none  that  wanted  anybody.  Besides,  T  promised  the 
captain  I  would  meet  him  this  afternoon  and  let  him  know 
if  he  could  depend  upon  us.” 

“Well,  T  declare.  Wilt,  you  have  been  hurrying  things, 
haven’t  you?” 

“I  only  wanted  to  make  sure  of  a  berth  in  case  you  de¬ 
cided  to  go.” 

“I'll  bet  you  have  already  signed  articles  to  go  with  this 
captain.”  . 

“Only  on  condition  that  you  went.  You  see,  I  always  did 
do  things  up  thoroughly  when  T  set  about  it,  and  I  was  pretty 
su re  you’d  go,  so  what  was  the  use  of  leaving  everything  to 
the  last?  Wo  might  have  missed  it  then.” 

“What  is  the  captain’s  name?” 

“Bruflf,  old  Jack  Bruff,  he  says  it  is  himself.  He’s  not  bad, 
but  I  don’t  like  his  son.  He  goes  with  him.” 

“What’s  his  name?” 

“Flash,  and  It  Just  expresses  him.”  « 

“Rather  odd,  isn  t  it?” 

“That’s  only  the  short  of  it.  Flashleigh  is  the  whole  thing. 
He  is  called  after  his  mother  before  she  was  married.  That 
was  her  name  then.  His  grandfather,  old  Flashleigh,  is  go^ 
lng  to  leave  him  something,  I  believe.” 

“Where  is  Captain  Bruff  going  to  meet  you?” 

“<»n  Washington  street,  in  an  eating-house.  Come  along.” 

Tire  two  boys  set  out  for  the  place  of  meeting,  and  while 
uniting  for  Captain  Bruff  dismissed  an  oyster  stew  apiece. 


They  were  tnlking  and  eating  when  the  curtains  were 
pulled  partly  aside  and  a  man’s  bead  appeared. 

Ben,  supposing  this  was  the  captain,  said  nothing,  but 
Wilton  spoke  up  quickly  and  asked; 

“What  do  you  want?” 

“Nice  little  party— upon  my  word— stews  for  two— hand¬ 
some  boys — lots  of  money — good-natured — just  what  I  hke 
deuced  good  mind — waiter!— another  stew  this  box  No.  < 
and  be  quick— deuced!” 

The  man  rattled  off  this  rather  disconnected  speech  with 
the  greatest  volubility,  after  which  he  came  into  the  box, 
drew  the  curtains  and  took  his  seat  upon  the  bench  winch 
ran  at  right  angles  to  those  where  the  boys  sat. 

Then  he  started  off  again,  spreading  his  large  hands  out 
upon  the  cloth  and  nodding  to  one  and  then  the  other  ns  he 
proceeded,  both  being  too  much  astonished  to  interrupt. 

“Happy  to  meet— assure  you— don’t  mind  me— used  to  this 
sort  of  thing — make  myself  at  home — on  the  ocean  in  a  tun¬ 
nel — at  Niagara — in  Africa — traveled,  you  know’— name  <>i 
Arthur  Jumble.  My  card.  Ah,  thanks— no  use  for  it?— sorry; 
I  have.  Can’t  afford  many— don’t  know  a  stationer  who  likes 
to  trust.  Stew’s  coming?  Glad  of  it.  Hungry — deuced '.  ’ 

“I  haven't  the  pleasure  of  Arthur  Jumble's  acquaintance, 
and  I  think  he  might  have  gone  elsewhere,”  said  Wilton, 
when  the  other  stopped,  the  stew  being  the  only  thing  that 
could  stop  him. 

Soon  after  Mr.  Arthur  Jumble,  having  totally  demolished 
the  oyster  stew,  besides  eating  all  the  crackers  and  salad 
which  the  boys  had  not  had  time  to  consume  in  their  aston¬ 
ishment,  arose  and  bowed  himself  out,  smiling  serenely. 

“Well,  I’ll  be  blowed!”  said  Ben,  “if  that  is  not  the  biggest 
specimen  of  cheek  I  ever  saw!” 

“Hold  on,”  said  Wilton,  “we’ll  have  to  pay  for  his  stew  if 
we  don’t  look  out.” 

He  jumped  up  and  ran  outside  to  the  cashier’s  desk,  but 
Mr.  Jumble  had  already  informed  that  gentleman  that  it 
was  all  right,  the  young  gentlemen  would  settle  the  whole 
bill,  being  in  less  a  hurry  than  himself. 

“We’re  in  for  it,  Ben,”  he  said  -when  he  returned.  “Well, 
it’s  all  right,  for  I  suspect  he  was  hungry.” 

At  this  moment  Captain  Bruff  looked  in  upon  the  boys  and 
had  a  short  consultation  with  them,  the  upshot  of  which  was 
that  both  would  ship  aboard  the  Niger  for  the  voyage,  the 
advance  money  to  be  paid  to  Ben’s  mother,  as  well  as  a  por¬ 
tion  of  each  month’s  pay,  the  balance  to  be  deposited  to  tlie 
account  of  the  boys  in  one  of  the  Boston  banks. 

“Now,  if  yon  have  nothing  better  to  do  this  evening,  come 
and  dine  with  me  at  the  American,”  said  the  captain.  “Din¬ 
ner  at  seven,  sharp.” 


CHAPTER  II. 


MR.  JTJMBLK’S  FORGETi'tTLN ESS — A  WAGER; 


Fen  and  Wilton  went  home.  and.  after  reporting  what  had 
been  done  in  the  afternoon,  made  themselves  more  tidy  than 
usual,  anti  at  the  proper  time  set  out  to  keep  their  appoint¬ 
ment  with  Captain  Bruff. 

Upon  inquiring  for  him  at  the  hotel  office,  they  were  told  to 
go  right  up,  the  number  of  the  room  being  given  to  them,  as 
the  table  was  already  set  in  the  captain's  own  parlor,  and  that 
he  was  expecting  them. 

“A  friend  of  yours  has  already  gone  up,”  abided  the  gentle¬ 
manly  clerk,  suppressing  a  laugh.  “Very  pleasant  man;  took 
a  cigar,  imported  Havana;  didn’t  have  the  change,  said  you 
would  make  it  all  right.” 

“<>h.  be  did?”  laughed  Wilton.  "I'll  venture  a  bet  that  be 
said  his  name  wras  Jumble.” 

“I  shall  not  bet  against  you.  sir.  Very  pleasant  follow, 
your  friend.” 


i  never  saw  him  before  to-day  in  all  my  life.  I  am  afralt 
you  are  beaten  on  the  price  of  that  c-igar.  though  if  you  can’ 
get  it  out  of  him  I’ll  pay  you  myself,  though  I  warn  ym 
against  doing  anything  more  of  the  kind.” 

Then,  laughing  to  themselves,  the  boys  went  above  am 
knocked  upon  the  captain’s  door,  just  as  the  city  clock: 
struck  seven. 

The  captain  admitted  them  himself, 

“Six  bells  to  tlie  stroke:  glad  to  see 
then,  if  these  lubbers  will  do  as  well 
the  grub  halyards  taut  in  a  jiffy.” 

They  entered,  and  the  first  object  they  saw  was  Mr.  \rthu 
Jumble,  rather  more  neatly  dressed  than  in  the  after nooi 
stretched  at  full  length  upon  a  sofa  drawn  up  near  the  opt' 
fireplace,  smoking  a  finely  flavored  cigar. 


saying  heartily: 
you  so  prompt.  Now 
as  you.  wo  shall  hav 


.-'•'ho  Makers  brought  in  the  soup,  and  Mr.  Jumble  related  a 
v  tu-y  funny  and  very  disjointed  story,  the  principal  feature  be- 
L'g  the  extraordinary  dish  of  soup  served  by  the  Sultan  of 
Turkey  to  himself  and  several  other  gentlemen,  upon  the  oc¬ 
casion  of  a  feast  given  in  honor  of  the  monarch’s  wedding 
day. 

“Asked  him  which  one — knew  he  had  fifty  wives— made  him 
laugh — jolly  fellow — for  a  Turk— shan’t  forget— diamond 
brooch — lovely  girl,  that  daughter -wanted  to  marry  Jumble — 
gave  him  keepsake — couldn’t  think  of  it— too  bad— deuced!” 

inning  the  second  course  Mr.  Jumble  was  as  equally  enter¬ 
taining  as  during  the  first,  and  Wilton  was  surprised  that  lie 
could  talk  so  fast  and  eat  so  much  at  the  same  time,  the 
quantity  disposed  of  by  the  eccentric  gentleman  being  some¬ 
thing  truly  remarkable. 

ITe  kept  the  whole  table  in  a  roar,  saying  some  very  witty 
things,  by  the  way.  and  acknowledging  his  own  ability  in 
tiiar  line  most  unblushingly,  as  follows: 

“Deuced  clever  fellow.  Jumble— modesty  aside— says  funny 
things— pays  first-rate — ladies  of  society-giving  big  dinners 
— Mines  and  all  that— seventeen  courses— always  ask  your 
numble  servant— helps  to  entertain— worth  the  price  of  two 
dinners— to  have  Jumble — don’t  object  myself— dine  out  every 
day— on  invitation— good  arrangement — deuced!” 

After  dinner  the  party  chatted  pleasantly,  the  captain  and 
Mr.  Jumble  smoking— the  boys  declining  to  do  so  on  account 
of  their  youth. 

Jumble  did  not  say  very  much,  contenting  himself  with  lis¬ 
tening,  by  M’hich  he  learned  that  the  boys  were  intending  to 
sail  on  the  Niger  the  next  day  but  one  for, the  Indian  Ocean, 
to  be  absent  a  year  at  least,  and  perhaps  for  a  longer  period. 

Wilton  did  not  ask  him  how  he  happened  to  know  of  their 
appointment  to  dine  with  the  captain,  although  he  strangely 
suspected  that  the  fellow  had  been  withiu  hearing  distance 
when  it  Mas  made,  which ‘was  exactly  the  state  of  the  case. 

Shortly  after  half-past  eight  o’clock  the  vivacious  Arthur 
Jumble  proposed  that  they  should  all  adjourn  to  the  theater, 
a  friend  of  his  being  so  kind  as  to  provide  him  wdth  four 
tickets  Avliich  he  could  not  use. 

The  captain  was  delighted  to  go  with  the  pleasant  fellow, 
having  a  great  passion  for  the  theater,  and  having  been  in 
the  principal  play-houses  of  all  the  large  cities  of  the  globe, 
and  accepted  Jumble's  invitation  with  pleasure. 

Arrived  at  the  theater,  Jumble  was  evidently  greatly  an¬ 
noyed  to  find  that  he  had  left  the  cards  of  admission  at  his 
uptoM'ii  hotel,  a  distance  Avhich  did  not  admit  of  his  going 
after  them. 

Captain  Bruit  begged  that,  he  would  not  distress  himself, 
accidents  would  happen— had  forgotten  his  own  money  once 
or  twice.  So  the  worthy  man  came  to  the  rescue  with  his 
own  purse  and  purchased  seats  for  the  party,  Jumble  in¬ 
sisting  that  he  should  be  reminded  of  it  the  next  day,  for  un¬ 
less  he  Mas,  he  might  even  then  forget  to  reimburse  the  cap¬ 
tain. 

The  captain  said  it  was  no  matter,  and  that  he  Mms  glad 
to  be  able  to  have  a  companionable  man  with  him— worth 
tM-ice  the  money,  in  fact. 

Ben  and  Wilton  exchanged  sly  glances  as  they  passed  in, 
being  unable  to  "withdraw  at  the  last  moment,  Avhich  they 
would  have  been  glad  to  do  upon  seeing  the  time  state  of 
affairs,  and  then  they  all  took  seats  as  the  curtain  rose  upon 
t lie  drama  of  the  evening. 

After  the  play  Jumble  excused  himself  and  left  rather 
abruptly,  saying  that  he  Avould  be  sure  and  drop  in  upon  the 
captain  in  Ills  cabin  aboard  the  Niger  the  next  day. 

The  worthy  captain  never  suspected  the  man  of  any  du¬ 
plicity.  and  the  boys  did  not  consider  it  worth  while  to  state 
their  candid  opinions  of  Jumble’s  character. 

They  had  a  good  laugh  over  the  incidents  of  the  evening 
upon  their  Avay  home.  Wilton  saying  that  if  they  Avere  to  be 
regularly  throM’n  into  the  man’s  company,  he  would  Avarn 
Captain  Bruff  against  the  volatile  Jumble. 

The  next  day  they  were  busy  getting  their  outfit,  assisted 
by  the  captain  himself  and  Jumble,  who  turned  up  again  as 
prompt  as  the  sun  itself. 

The  captain  was  not  with  them  all  the  time,  but  Jumble 
xi •  ore  tfian  supplied  his  place,  advising  them  to  purchase  many 
fl  garments  which  they  had  not  thought  of  getting. 

.Tumble  insisted  that  they  would  need  more  shirts,  more 
trousers,  more  everything,  in  fact,  because  they  could  buy 
Mem  cheaper  in  Boston  than  in  foreign  countries,  and  they 
migh*  lose  some  things,  and  therefore  had  better  be  well 
supplied. 

At  last  everything  Mas  purchased  that  even  he  could  sug- 
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ges(,  the  bundle  and  bill  being  xonf  to  the  ship— the  amount 
being  considerably  more  than  the  lads  expected. 

At  last  they  took  leave  of  their  officious  comrade,  saying 
that  as  they  would  sail  early  in  the  morning  it  Avas  not  likely 
that  they  would  see  him  again. 

“1  II  bo  hanged— go  myself— good  mind  -by  Jove,  1  Mill!" 

“By  Jove,  you  Avou’t,  then!”  said  Ben,  showing  irritation 
for  the  first  time. 

“Bet  you  ;i  dollar — five — ten — see  you  aboard  ship  Iavo 
days  out  ot  sight  of  land  take  me  up  pleased  to  bet  - 
deuced !  ” 

"I  II  take  you  up,”  said  Wilton.  “I  bet  that  ayc  have  seen 
the  last  of  you  AA'hen  the  Niger  weighs  anchor.” 

“Done — sure  to  lose — good-night!” 


CHAPTER  III. 

A.  STRANGE  SUPERSTITION  RECALLED — AX  UNPLEASANT  SURPRISE* 

The  Niger  Aveigbed  anchor  at  nine  o’clock  the  next  moo  n¬ 
ing,  and  nothing  Avas  seen  of  Jumble,  Wilton  congratulating 
himself  that  at  last  he  had  got  rid  of  the  mau,  n’ho  was  be¬ 
ginning  to  be  somewhat  of  a  bore. 

Moutauk  Point  light  Avas  passed  in  the  early  evening  and 
Wilton  gazed  long  and  eagerly  upon  the  stretch  of  sandv 
white  beach.  Ihe  last  glimpse  of  land  Avhieli  he  would  have 
for  some  time,  or  for  all  time  if  the  predictions  of  the  old 
sailor  were  to  come  true. 

It  Mas  shortly  after  midnight,  the  tAA’O  friends  having  come 
on  deck  to  stand  their  Avateli,  the  moon  shining  brightly  from 
amid  a  mass  oi  fleecy  clouds,  and  the  Avind  bloAving  fresh  and 
strong,  the  Niger  carrying  all  sail  and  running  free. 

The  hoys  Avere  standing  forward,  leaning  over  the  rail, 
Avhen  the  latter  suddenly  uttered  an  exclamation  of  surprise. 

“Wlmt.’s  the  matter ?  asked  Wilton. 

“Look  here,  Wilt,  but  don't  say  anything.” 

“What  is  it?” 

“Do  you  see  anything  in  the  water?” 

“Yes.” 

“What  is  it?” 

“A  fish,  I  suppose;  maybe  a  shark.” 

“Look  again,  there  where  the  moonlight  strikes  the  Mater.” 

“My  heavens!” 

“Do  you  knoAv  what  it  is?” 

“A  rat!” 

“One?  A  dozen.” 

“And  the  old  sailor  said - ” 

“That  as  long  as  a  rat  remained  aboard  the  ship  she  av.-is 
safe.” 

“And  they  are  abandoning  it - ” 

“To  its  fate.” 

“We  must  tell  the  captain.” 

“No,  no,  Wilt,  MTe  mustn’t  do  that.  He  M'ould  only  laugh 
at  us.  Besides,  we  don  t  know  whether  they  come  from  our 
ship  or  not.” 

“I  tell  you,  Ben,  this  vessel  is  doomed.  I  should  have 
known  better,  after  making  as  many  discoveries  as  I  did, 
than  to  go  in  her.” 

“We  can’t  help  it  now.” 

“We  could  jump  overboard,  swum  ashore,  and  get  another 
vessel.  ” 

“We  have  no  money  to  purchase  an  outfit.” 

“True.” 

“Look,  there  are  some  more  of  the  creatures.” 

“Silence,  Ben,  for  heaven’s  sake.  The  sailors  will  hear 
you;  there  may  be  a  mutiny,  and  it  will  be  laid  to  our  door.” 

“What’s  the  matter  there,  youngsters?”  asked  one  of  the 
sailors,  the  mau  on  the  lookout.” 

“Something  in  the  water,  that’s  all,”  answered  Wilton, 
clapping  his  hand  over  Ben’s  mouth. 

“You’ll  see  lots  of  funny  things  in  the  Avater  before  you  get 
home,”  returned  the  man.  “Sometimes  you’d  think  it  was  all 
on  fire,  and  they  say  that’s  nothing  but  a  lot  of  little  bugs, 
millions  of  ’em  in  a  space  no  bigger  than  your  head.” 

“That’s  the  phosphorescence,”  answered  Wiltom 

“Yes,  that’s  what  they  call  it.  Why,  sometimes  when  we've 
been  shipping  a  heavy  sea  you’ll  see  great  lumps  of  it.  just 
like  balls  of  fire,  go  rolling  across  deck,  and  the  Mater  will 
he  regularly  ablaze  with  it.” 

“I  should  like  to  see  it,”  said  Ben.  Avho  had  promised  in  a 
whisper  to  say  nothing  about  the  rats. 

“Is  it  a  shark  ye  see  just  now?”  resumed  the  sailor.  avIio 
was  not  disinclined  to  talk,  though  he  M’as  on  the  lookout. 

“No,  I  think  not,”  said  Ben,  “but  perhaps  just  as  bad.” 

“They  ain’t  so  bad  as  rats,  sharks  ain’t,  though  if  a  man’s 
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sick  lu>  hates  to  see  tho  greasy  fellers  following  the  ship,  day 
in  and  day  out.  There’s  only  one  tiling  worse.” 

"W'luit’s  that?"  asked  Ben,  before  Wilton  could  stop  him, 
tin*  latter  already  suspecting  what  the  answer  would  be. 

"Hats  leaving  it.” 

"Did  you  ever  see  that?” 

"Yes.  once,  and  it  was  when  we  was  just  getting  away 
from  the  laud.  I  was  a  young  fellow  then,  and  i  didn’t  know 
as  much  as  1  do  now.  1  had  heard  about  it  being  a  bad  sign 
to  see  the  rats  desert  a  ship,  but  1  didn't  believe  it  much.” 

"And  you  said  nothing  about  it?"  asked  Ben  again. 

"Not  a  word.  It  was  in  ike  Tigris,  brig,  of  two  hundred 
tons,  bound  for  Calcutta,  Captain  Jones,  and  she  sank  in  mid- 
ocean:  wasn’t  wrecked,  but  just  foundered." 

"Perhaps  she  was  scuttled.” 

"No.  she  wasn’t;  she  was  no  good,  and  so  went  down.  I 
told  ’em  about  the  rats,  and  then  they  cussed  and  threatened 
to  kill  me  for  not  saying  anything  about  it  before.  1  tell 
you.  there  was  uor  many  of  us  got  away,  she  went  down  so 
sudden.” 

"Suppose  you  should  see  t lie  rats  leaving  this  vessel?" 

"I  should  jump  right  smack  overboard  and  swim  for  it. 
You  ain’t  seen  any  rats  in  the  water,  have  you?"  he  added, 
in  great  alarm. 

Before  Ben  could  answer  the  captain’s  son  came  along. 

"You  on  lookout.  Roberts?”  he  asked  gruffly. 

"Yes.  sir." 

"Then  shut  up.  Don’t  you  know  any  better  than  to  speak 
t<>  a  man  on  the  lookout,  you  young  lubbers?”  he  added,  ad¬ 
dressing  the  two  boys. 

"Please,  Master  Flash,  it  was  me  as  spoke  to  ’em  first. 
They  was  looking  at  something  over  the  side." 

"What  was  it— a  shark?” 

"No.”  answered  Wilton. 

"Say  ‘sir’  to  me,  you  young  monkey.”  said  Flash,  with  an 
oath. 

“You’re  not.  an  offieer,”  answered  Wilton  hotly,  “and  1  don’t 
say  ‘sir’  to  boys,  even  though  they  may  chance  to  be  sons  of 
the  captain.” 

“I’ll  thrash  you  for  that,  you  pup,"  snarled  Flash.  "No 
foremast  hand  speaks  insultingly  to  me.” 

"Will  you  tell  me  when  you’re  ready  to  do  it?" 

"You’ll  find  that  out  soon  enough.” 

"Don’t  forget  to  tell  me,”  said  Wilton,  sneeringly,  "for  other¬ 
wise  1  might  not  know  you  were  giving  me  a  licking." 

Flash  bit  his  lips  and  walked  ait,  finding  more  than  his 
match  in  the  boy  he  had  thought  to  bully. 

"1  wonder  what  brings  Fash  on  deck  as  late  as  this?”  mut¬ 
tered  Roberts  to  himself.  "I'll  bet  he  means  mischief,  or  else 
lie’s  got  something  on  his  mind  and  can’t  sleep." 

Flash  Bruff  was  a  boy  of  about  seventeen  years  of  age, 
handsome  and  well-built,  but  of  a  very  disagreeable  disposi¬ 
tion,  being  proud  and  arrogant,  and  disposed  to  bully  those 
with  whom  he  was  associated. 

Wilton  had  seen  him  at  his  first  interview  with  the  captain, 
and  had  not  been  at  all  favorably  impressed  with  him.  making 
up  his  mind  that  if  he  did  go  with  Captain  Bruff,  he  would 
have  to  thrash  this  young  fellow  first  of  all. 

Flash  had  not  been  present  at  the  dinner  given  to  the  boys, 
being  left  aboard  the  ship,  an  arrangement  which  he  did  not 
at  all  like,  and  which  incensed  him  against  Wilton,  the  inno¬ 
cent  cause  of  his  wrath. 

He  had  been  several  voyages  with  his  lather,  and  was  quite 
a  clever  sailor,  being  very  quick  and  apt,  and  would  have  been 
a  favorite  with  the  men  but  for  his  arrogance,  which  had  never 
been  subdued. 

Wilton  would  have  been  glad  to  make  friends  with  the  lad, 
but  he  saw  at  once  that  he  preferred  to  be  at  enmity  with 
every  one,  and,  therefore,  he  made  no  advances,  resolving, 
however,  that  if  Flash  Bruff  came  any  of  his  nonsense  over 
him,  he  would  get  a  thrashing,  captain’s  son  or  not. 

The  boys  soon  forgot  the  rats,  and  though  Wilton  really 
felt  uneasy  in  his  mind,  he  did  not  want  to  be  called  super¬ 
stitious,  nor  appear  to  be  afraid. 

At  four  o’clock  the  boys  turned  in  and  slept  until  breakfast 
time,  when  they  came  on  deck  again  and  remained  there  dur¬ 
ing  the  forenoon  watch,  having  the  afternoon  to  themselves. 

That  night  they  were  on  deck  eight  hours  instead  of  four, 
but  had  the  forenoon  watch  below,  and  only  four  hours  on 
deck  the  next  night. 

Their  second  night  it  began  to  blow  tremendously,  and  the 
vessel  pitched  so  that  both  boys  were  made  very  sick,  Flash 
laughing  ironically  at  them  and  calling  them  lubbers  and 
fair-weather  sailors. 


Wilton  said  nothing,  for  lie  knew  that  even  old  sailors  an* 
apt  to  be  seasick  sometimes,  but  resolved  that  if  ever  Ma*er 
Flash  had  a  sick  turn— and  he  was  as  liable  to  have  one  .k 
anybody— that  he  would  get  precious  little  consolation  frou 
any  of  the  crew. 

Their  sickness  did  not  last  the  boys  more  than  a  day,  aitei 
which  they  felt  as  well  as  though  they  were  ashore,  the  brac¬ 
ing  sea  air  doing  much  to  strengthen  them. 

They  were  talking  together  in  the  forecastle  the  third  night 
out,  when  they  heard  one  of  the  sailors  called  Dowes  say. 

“It’s  deuced  strange  that  there  ain  t  no  rats  on  the  old  Nig- 
ger.  Why,  last  voyage  she  was  fairly  overrun  with  th>*m.  I  m 
hanged  if  I  like  it.” 

The  boys  exchanged  glances,  and  Wilt  said  perhaps  the 
bulkheads  had  been  fastened  up  tighter  and  so  kept  out  the 

vermin.  .  , 

“Not  a  bit,  my  lad.  They’re  looser  if  anything,  and  we  \e 
got  a  cargo  what’ll  be  likely  to  shift.  No,  sir,  J  11  bet  the  rats 
have  left.” 

"You  ought  to  be  thankful  for  that,"  remarked  Wilton,  in¬ 
differently. 

“Thankful?  It’s  a  bad  sign.  There’s  only  one  thing  that 
makes  me  think  that  we  are  safe  from  sinking." 

“What’s  that?” 

“Young  Flash  is  aboard.” 

“What  has  that  got  1o  do  with  it?” 

“Everything,  for  Satan  always  takes  care  of  his  own!" 


CHAPTER  IV. 

M !{.  JUMBLE  WINS  HIS  BET 

“The  two  days  are  up,  Wflt,”  said  Ben,  the  next  morning, 
when  the  boys  were  on  deck  together. 

“And  Jumble  has  not  appeared.  I  think  that  eccentric  gen¬ 
tleman  has  lost  his  bet.” 

“It  is  not  the  exact  hour  yet,  and  you  must  allow  him  a  little 
margin.” 

“What — you  don’t  think  he’s  on  the  Niger — or  the  Nigger,  as 
Dowes  calls  her — do  you?” 

“Well,  the  fellow'  has  surprised  us  so  often  that  I  don’t  think 
we  need  to  be  astonished  if  he  does  tnrn  up,  after  all.” 

"That’s  so,  and  it  would  be  just  like  him  to  stow  away. 
He’ll  be  sure  of  his  board  and  lodging  for  several  months,  at 
all  events,  which  is  decidedly  more  than  he  can  reckon  on  in 
Boston,  apparently.” 

“You’re  right,  Wilt.  The  captain  can’t  very  well  put  him 
ashore  now,  and  perhaps  the  man  would  make  a  good  sailor. 
If  lie  has  traveled  as  much  as  he  claims  to  have  done,  he 
ought  to  be  first-class.” 

At  this  moment  Dowes  came  forward  and  joined  the  two 
lads,  saying  as  he  reached  them: 

“Mr.  Carpenter,  the  second  mate  of  this  old  tub  tells  me 
that  the  old  man  is  in  a  terrible  stew  this  morning." 

“What  about?” 

“Saw  a  ghost  last  night.” 

“Do  you  believe  that?”  asked  Wilton. 

“I  don’t  know.  Flash  laughs  at  him,  aud  ridicules  the  idea, 
but  old  Jack  Bruff  swears  he’ll  overhaul  the  vessel  and  see 
what  the  matter  is.” 

“Does  he  believe  in  ghosts?” 

“No;  but  he  says  he  saw  something,  and  is  bound  to  find 
out  what  it  is.” 

Ben  looked  at  his  cousin,  and  said,  slyly: 

“Jumble,  I’ll  bet  a  cent.” 

“Of  course  it’s  a  jumble,"  broke  in  Dowes,  not  understand¬ 
ing  the  lad’s  meaning,  "and  the  worst  one  I  ever  saw." 

Wilton  laughed,  and  at  that  moment  Mr.  Carpenter  called 
out: 

“Starboard  watch,  ahoy!  Come  aft,  here.” 

“What’s  the  matter  now?”  said  Roberts,  getting  up  from  a 
hatch  where  he  was  sitting  nicking  oakum. 

"Going  to  break  out  the  hold,"  said  Dowes. 

"Break  it  out!”  said  Wilton,  in  surprise. 

“Yes,  overhaul  it.” 

“Oho,  then  why  didn’t  you  say  so?” 

1  he  men  all  went  aft,  and,  the  main  hatches  being  taken 
off,  some  ot  them  went  down  into  the  hold,  which  was  not 
very  closely  stowed. 

1  nder  the  direction  of  the  second  mate  the  men  explored 
ever\  inch  of  the  square  room  aft,  while  the  mate,  Mr.  Ropes, 
carried  a  second  gang  through  the  fore  hold. 

Nothing  was  seen,  though  one  of  the  men,  a  little  wlrj  fel 
low,  weighing  less  than  a  hundred  pounds,  went  clear  down 
to  the  keelson,  away  up  into  the  peak,  all  over  the  run,  up  and 
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down  the  ground  and  side  tiers,  and,  in  fact,  everywhere 
below  decks. 

When  he  came  on  deck  again  his  face  was  as  white  as  a 
sheet,  and  he  seemed  so  ready  to  faint  that  the  captain  called 
him  into  the  cabin  and  gave  him  a  stiff  glass  of  spirits,  his  own 
evidently  having  departed. 

He  said  nothing  to  the  captain  except  that  he  was  positive 
there  was  no  stowaway  in  the  hold,  and  then  he  went  forward 
and  found  Dowes. 

“Well,  Slim  Dick,  ye  didn't  find  the  ghost,  did  ye?”  laughed 
the  seaman. 

"Never  a  ghost,  but  I’ll  tell  you  what,  Dowes,”  lowering  his 
voice,  ‘  there  was  something  else  I  didn’t  find,  and  I  wish  I 
had.  We’re  gone  up,  sure.” 

"Going  down,  you  mean,”  replied  Dowes.  “What  wms  it 
you  didn't  find?” 

“Not  a  blessed  rat,”  and  his  face  grew-  paler  than  ever.  “I 
didn’t  hear  a  squeak,  nor  a  patter  of  their  bloody  feet,  nor  see 
a  head,  tail,  body  or  ears  of  a  single  one.” 

"Sure,  my  weasel-shaped  lad?” 

“As  preachin’.  Tell  you  what,  Jim  Dowes,  there  isn't  even 
so  much  as  a  dead  rat  from  stem  to  stern,  nor  from  plank- 
shear  to  keelson." 

"And  last  voyage  the  old  Nigger  was  full  of  ’em.  They 
used  to  hold  a  ratification  meeting  every  night.” 

"For  heaven’s  sake,  don’t  joke,  Jim  Dowes!  Do  you  know 
what  it  means  not  to  have  a  rat  in  a  ship,  an  old  ship  like 
this,  too?” 

"I  think  I've  heard,  little  two-and-six.” 

“Then  the  best  thing  we  can  do  is  to  take  to  the  boats,  for 
the  Niger  will  go  down  as  sure  as  I  stand  here.” 

“Not  a  doubt  of  it,  my  duck.” 

“Then  some  one  must  see  the  captain.  The  men  will  go 
wild  if  they  know  this.  We  must  leave  the  ship  as  soon  as 
possible,  this  very  day,  in  fact.”  V 
“Stick  to  the  old  vessel  as  long  as  she  holds  together,  Dick. 
Don’t  desert  her  as  long  as  there’s  a  plank  to  hang  to.” 

“But  she  may  founder  in  the  night  and  carry  *us  all  down 
before  we  can  do  a  thing  to  save  ourselves." 

“If  she  does  we  can’t  help  it.  We’ve  only  got  to  die  once, 
Dick,  and  when  our  time  comes  we’ll  go,  not  before.  I  ain’t 
going  to  fret.” 

“But  we  ought  to  tell  the  captain.” 

“He  won’t  listen  to  you.  Stick  to  the  old  bark,  I  tell  you, 
as  long  as  there’s  a  plank  left;  that’s  what  I’m  going  to  do.” 

“And  so  am  I,”  said  Wilton,  who  had  overheard  the  last  of 
Dowes’  speech.  “If  the  old  tub  goes  down  some  of  us  will 
have  to  go  with  her,  I  suppose,  but  let  us  hope  for  the  best.” 

“To  be  sure,  my  boy.  That’s  what  Jim  Dowes  says,  and 
he’s  going  to  stick  to  it.” 

“I  don’t  think  he  is  here  after  all, •Wilt,”  said  Ben,  coming 
forwnrd  at  that  moment. 

“Who  is  that?”  asked  Dowes. 

“Jumble.” 

“Who  in  the  name  of  salt  junk  is  he,  I’d  like  to  know?” 

At  that  moment  the  captain  came  running  out  of  the  cabin 
with  a  face  as  white  as  a  sheet. 

“I’ve  seen  Davy  Jones!”  he  gasped. 

Then  Flash  came  running  out  laughing,  followed  by  the 
negro  cook,  whose  face  wms  so  white  that  chalk  would  have 
made  a  black  mark  on  it. 

“Oh.  de  debbel!  de  debbel!”  he  yelled  at  the  top  of  his  lungs. 
“I’se  seed  him,  shuah!” 

Last  of  all  appeared  a  man,  a  total  stranger  to  the  crew, 
covered  from  head  to  foot  with  black  dust,  his  face  being  as 
sable-hued  as  the  darky  cook’s. 

He  was  smiling  blandly,  and  presently  catching  sight  of  our 
heroes,  he  advanced  to  where  they  were  standing,  the  others 
retreating  in  the  greatest  terror. 

"Happy  to  meet — clever — young  fellows — can’t  always  tell — 
can’t  fool  an  old  traveler — said  I’d  do  it — never  was  known — 
bless  me — to  lose  a  bet — Shah  of  Persia  once — lost  tw’o  lacs  of 
i  upees — on  a  donkey  race — your  humble  servant — lucky  dog — 
took  it  in.  Always  win — fortunate  fellow.  Jumble — deuced!” 

There  was  no  mistaking  the  fellow  now,  and  Wilton  laughed 
heartily. 

"Arthur  Jumble,  Esq.,  celebrated  traveler  and  general  nui- 
■  ancc,  a.-;  1  live,”  he  muttered,  aside  to  Ben. 

“Why,  bless  my  heart,  is  it  you,  Mr.  Jumble?”  a;sked  Captain 
Brufl.  “I  thought  the  Old  Sci’atch  had  turned  up.” 

"Aha— not  made  my  toilet — dirty  face — clothes  ditto — devil¬ 
ish  dirty  place — that  hole— fell  down — came  to  see  you  off — 
struck  against  the  brandy  cask — took  away  senses- — ship  sailed 
-  m  in  i  lie  hold  all  unconscious— on  the  ocean  wave— real¬ 


ized  it  this  morning — terrible  feeling — one  gleam  of  hope — 
win  my  bet — made  in  jest — hand  of  Providence — meet  once 
more — glad  to  see — clever  young  friends — pleased — deuced!” 

“You'd  better  go  and  wash  your  face,”  said  Wilton,  “or  the 
crew  wall  take  you  for  the  Flying  Dutchman,  and  pitch  you 
overboard.” 

“So  you  wrere  the  stowaway  that  we’ve  been  looking  for,  are 
you?”  said  the  captain.  “It’s  a  pretty  good  joke.” 

“Not  a  bit — swear  to  it — fell  down  hold — come  to  take  leave 
— of  my  dear  friends — too  much  wine — ran  against  brandy 
cask — lay  unconscious — two  days — depths  of  despair — remem¬ 
bered  my  wager — came  on  deck — sky,  water,  ship — that’s  all — • 
friends  again — so  glad — deuced.” 

“Well,  Mr.  Jumble,  now  you’re  here  you’ll  have  to  stay,  be¬ 
cause  we  can’t  stop,  and  you  can  see  that  there  isn’t  any  land 
in  sight.” 

“Glad  to  stay — good  company — elegant  quarters — commodi¬ 
ous  but  not  palatial — like  dungeons — of  Prince  Hamlet — 
choked  to  death — orders  of  Sultan — pleased  to  remain — s’eip 
me!  ” 

This  was  a  modification  of  his  usual  way  of  ending  up  his 
sentences,  and  Wilton  burst  into  a  laugh. 

“I’ll  bet  a  dollar,”  said  he  to  Dowes  and  Ben,  “that  that 
yarn  of  his  is  all  bosh.  He  stowed  away,  and  that  is  all  you 
can  make  of  it.” 

“He’d  better  have  stayed  ashore,  then,”  said  Dowes,  “for 
he’d  ’ve  been  a  deuced  sight  safer  there  than  here.” 


CHAPTER  V. 

JUMBLE  AS  A  SAILOR. 

“That’s  all  right,  Mr.  Jumble,”  answered  the  captain,  "but 
I’m  a  practical  man,  and  though  I’m  glad  to  see  you,  where 
am  I  going  tc  put  you?” 

“On  the  end  of  the  flying  jibboom,”  suggested  Wilton,  sotto 
voce. 

“Astride  the  keel,”  whispered  Dowes  to  Ben,  with  a  broad 
grin. 

“In  the  galley  with  the  cook,”  answered  Ben. 

“There’s  no  room  in  the  cabin,"  said  the  captain,  answering 
his  own  question,  "unless  the  cabin  boy  or  Flash  want  to  give 
up  their  rooms.” 

“I  shan’t  and  the  boy  can’t,”  said  the  lad,  so  quickly  that 
the  fitness  of  his  name  of  Flash  was  seen  in  a  moment. 

“Wouldn't  disturb — two  young  gentlemen — of  nautical  per¬ 
suasions — not  for  my  life — wouldn’t  think — go  anywhere- 
used  to  roughing  it — slept  on  roof — of  Czer's  palace — Si.  Pe¬ 
tersburg — all  one  winter — no  inconvenience — anything  do  for 
me — most  agreeable  fellow — is  Jumble — deuced." 

“Put  him  in  the  forecastle,”  said  Flash. 

“Upon  my  word,  Flash,  how  the  deuce  would  it  look  to  put 
a  gentleman  down  there?  I’m  astonished." 

Then  he  happened  to  catch  sight  of  Wilton,  -who  had  flushed 
deeply  at  this  speech,  and  he  muttered  as  he  walked  away, 
followed  by  Flash: 

“By  George!  I  shouldn't  have  said  that!  Those  two  lads 
are  gentlemen’s  sons,  and  wrill  make  good  sailors,  too,  in  the, 
bargain.  ” 

Then  turning  around  he  beheld  his  own  son,  and  said  to  Hie, 
young  martinet: 

“Well,  Flashy,  my  boy,  what  are  wre  going  to  do  about  it?” 

“I  advised  you  before,  sir,  when  my  opinion  was  not  asked. 
It  Is  the  same  now.” 

“Couldn’t  you  make  room  for  him  in  with  you  and  Jack?” 

“No,  sir.  You  wouldn’t  have  Jack  turned  out,  for  you  want 
him  in  the  cabin;  and  I  ain’t’  going  to  give  up  my  berth  to 
any  adventurer  that  comes  along;  not  much,  sir.” 

“The  man’s  all  right,  though  he  talks  a  good  deal." 

“You  wouldn’t  let  me  in  to  the  dinner  you  gave  those  two 
boys,  and  I  ain’t  going  to  give  way  now.  Let  him  go  into  the 
forecastle  and  work  like  the  rest.  He  isn’t  too  good  for  it, 
I  guess.  Take  some  of  the  nonsense  out  of  him.” 

The  same  recipe  might  have  been  effective  in  the  cr.be  of 
Flash  himself,  for  he  was  thoroughly  self-willed,  and  his' 
father  could  do  nothin  with  him  when  he  set  his  mind  upon 
anything. 

He  was  as  good  :>  a  cuv  in  bad  weather,  however,  working 
like  a  beaver  night  and  day,  and  on  that  account  Captain 
Bruff  passed  by  many  oi  his  lordly  ways. 

Flash  not  only  did  good  work  himself  when  occasi.  n  re¬ 
quired,  but  he  made  all  the  others  do  the  same,  and  the  seamen, 
obeyed  him  at  such  times  as  though  he  had  been  the  captain. 

In  the  meantime  Mr.  Jumble  had  settled  the  matter  in  dis-l 
pute  by  proceeding  to  the  forecastle  and  making  that  place  his, 
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neadquartow,  there  being  an  extra  bunk,  which  he  appropri- 

"'ifnvmg'ctewied  himself,  anti  borrowed  a  Wue  Jranel  »htrt 
•n'ti  soft  hat  of  Ben,  putting  Ins  white  slurt  anu  glossy  sio 
pine"  aw^  caretuliy  m  the  hoys  chest,  he  came  upon  deck 
looking  verv  much  improved  in  appearance.  ,  , 

The  men  below  made  considerable  sportof  him, 
christening  him  Twaddle,  which  name  we  may  state,  in  pass 
ing!  clung  to  him  for  the  rest  of  the  voyage,  although  the 

boys  never  addressed  him  by  it.  pvervthing 

M  inter  Flash  caught  it  up  as  quickly  as.  he  did  eve^  ll  l  =; 
ami  in  the  first  night  watch,  Jumble  having  come  on  deck 

with  the  boys,  he  sang  out  to  the  man: 

-Now,  then.  Twaddle,  stir  your  long  legs  and  fly  out  there 
and  help  furl  up  that  flying-jib.  The  old  man  wants  it  take 

10  “Aha — clever  lad,”  said  Mr.  Jumble  as  if.sPeakingto  him- 
seii— -facetious— very,  I’ll  be  bound— flying-jib— little  mutton- 
le-  arrangement,  I  suppose— take  it  in.  Oh,  yes— why  don  t 
von  do  it  yourself— know  how— I’ll  swear— mighty  good  sailor 

-Do  you  hear?”  said  Flash,  striding  forward.  “Lay  out, 

th  He ’gave  the11  erratic  Jumble  a  peculiar  look  and  muttered 
something  which  no  one  could  understand. 

Jumble  seemed  to  know,  however,  and  he  jumped  out  upon 
the  bowsprit  and  on  to  the  stays,  taking  the  weather  side  like 
an  old  sailor,  and  furling  up  the  sail  as  it  came  down  with  all 
t Ire  neatness  and  dispatch  of  Dowes  himself.  .  .. 

••Old  Twaddle  is  up  to  snuff,”  muttered  Roberts.  He  amt 
so  green  as  you'd  think.  Guess  he’s  cut  his  eye-teeth. 

Tiie  wind  presently  came  on  to  blow  at  a  lively  rate  ana 
1  no  sky  had  a  squally  look  which  Captain  Bruff  did  not  like. 

He  ordered  all  the  lighter  sails  taken  in,  and  m  this  uuty 
.1  amble  proved  himself  as  efficient  as  in  others,  scaling  up  the 
shrouds  like  a  monkey,  disposing  himself  in  the  best  positions, 
and  working  as  handily  as  any  one  aboard  the  vessel. 

He  showed  Wilton  how  to  do  a  great  many  things  which  the 
boy  was  awkward  at,  and  the  latter  was  quite  disposed  to 
show  him  more  respect  than  he  had  done,  though  he  knew  the 
man  to  be  a  brazen  adventurer.  .  .  , 

At  about  six  bells,  or  eleven  o’clock,  the  watch  having  been 
set  ai  eight,  the  weather  grew  quite  cold  and  A\  llton  noticed 

that  Jumble  shivered  from  the  wind.  ...  , 

••If  you  think  you  won’t  he  seen  you  can  slip  down  and  get 
a  thick  pair  out  of  my  chest,”  said  Wilton,  who  saw  that  the 
fellow  was  really  suffering  for  the  want  of  a  warmer  gar- 

Not  waiting  for  a  second  invitation,  Mr.  Jumble  slipped 
down  the  hatchway,  face  aft,  like  any  sailor,  and  jumped  into 
a  pair  of  heavy  woollen  trousers  belonging  to  the  lad,  one  of 
his  extra  pairs,  by  the  way,  which  he  himself  had  suggested 
the  advisability  of  purchasing. 

He  did  not  forget,  while  he  was  at  It.  to  put  on  a  pair  ol 
warm  socks  and  some  heavy  brogans,  s'towing  his  own  gar¬ 
ments  away  at  the  bottom  of  his  bunk,  reappearing  in  an  in¬ 
credibly  short  time.  ,  „  ,  , 

Flash,  like  his  name,  was  too  quick  for  him,  however,  and 

caught  him  as  he  was  coming  on  deck. 

“What  are  you  doing  belowr  when  its  your  watch  on  deck, 
the  boy  said  sharply.  “Go  and  relieve  the  wheel,  and  mind 
you  stay  on  deck  in  bad  weather.” 

"  Flash  had  begun  to  mutter  something  under  his  breath,  and 
Jumble  immediately  went  aft  and  took  the  wheel  from  Ben, 
v  ho  was  making  sorry  work  of  steering.  .  . 

Flash  did  not  scold  Ben  as  the  lad  supposed  he  would,  but 
turned  his  attention  to  Wilton,  whom  he  rated  soundly  for 
suggesting  to  Jumble  to  go  below. 

-I  couldn’t  see  the  man  suffer,”  replied  Wilton.  “He  was 
blue  from  the  cold  and  his  teeth  chattered  enough  to  drive 

you  wild.”  ,  ^  .  .  .. 

“It  don’t  make  any  difference  If  he  does  freeze  to  death. 

Duty  is  duty.” 

Flash  bit  his  lip  and,  muttering  some  angry  retort,  went 

afl. 


do  I'll  be  bound.  Jumble  Is  deeper  than  you  Ihlnt  lie  s  no 
fool,  though  1  do  think  he's  s0“*'d'llntKf "i/in  ®e  morning  It 

necessary  in  order 

^iXd^VSU  o,  cou-l  but  Wilton  .md^  an 
extra  pair  of  trousers  and  Ben  had  a  spate  paca 

"  Deuced  bud,  you  know,”  said  Jumble,  when  he  Ward  the 

Sntled.; 5 

1  li  have  to  break  out  my  chest  periodically  until  joute  g 

2  Nothing6 abashed  by  this  blunt  speech,  for  no  sailor  is  at  bis 
hii  V  hen  routed  out  of  a  warm  bed  to  go  on  deck  in  the  cold 
^ml  wet  at  four  in  the  morning.  Jumble  put  on  the  skins. 

Havta«  flnished  his  dressing  and  his  speech  at  the  same 
time,  he  went  up  the  eompanionway,  and  Milton  began 

la“l?;.s  a  nueer  fish.  He  knew  well  enough  he  was  going 
aboard  t?e  Niger  when  he  helped  ua.  purchase  our  outfits 
believe  he  had  made  up  ins  mind  then  to  go,  and  so  mane 

%Vlw^Sa  toaSbie”  night  indeed,  and  the  old  bark  was 
badly  strained,  the  pumps  having  to  be  kept  going  more  than 

hajumbleUwasUatgood  band  at  the  brakes,  and  he  constantly 

Sirius  of  small  talk  the  whole  time.  .  .  , 

We  have  not  space  to  detail  the  whole  voyage,  saying  me:cl> 
that  the  vessel  encountered  many  severe  storms  ai'<l  seeme- 
more  than  once  upon  the  point  of  foundering. 

The  Cape  of  Good  Hope  was  rounded  in  a  frightful  gale, 
which  the  Niger  could  hardly  stand  up  under,  the  lighter  sai  s 
being  blown  completely  from  the  bolt-ropes  aud  the  flymg-jib, 
stavs  and  all,  being  carried  away  bodily. 

At  last  the  Indian  Ocean  was  reached,  and  the  men  uieatlit-d 
more  freely  when  a  pleasant  day  or  two  succeeded  the  gale, 
and  they  all  looked  eagerly  for  the  land,  which  many  ol  them 

were  destined  never  to  see  again. 

“Were  coming  to  the  region  of  monsoons,"  said  Dowes  to 
Wilton  one  evening,  “and  the  gales  we’ve  had  so  lar  are  calms 
to  what  we  may  get.” 

“If  so,  we  can  never  stand  them,”  answered  Wilton.  We 
are  crippled  and  nearly  disabled  now.  That  foremast  is  as 
rotten  as  punk,  and  a  good  sharp  blow  will  snap  it  off  short. 
“The  main  isn’t  any  better,  and  as  for  the  mizzen,  the 


CHAPTER  VI. 

wilton’s  promise. 

“I  can’t  make  Jumble  out,”  said  Ben,  just  before  eight  bells 
were  struck.  “He  and  Flash  seem  to  have  an  understanding 
of  some  kind.” 

“The  young  cub  helped  him  to  stow  away.  You’ll  find  that 
l,  some  day.  They  have  their  reasons  for  acting  as  they 


shrouds  and  braces  are  all  that  hold  her  up.  Let  her  be  struck 
dy  lightning  once  and  she’ll  go  up  in  a  puff  of  smoke. 

“Do  you  honestly  believe,  Dowes,  that  we  will  ever  make  a 

port?”  ..  , 

“No,  I  don’t.  This  is  the  last  voyage  of  the  old  Nigger,  and 
some  ol’  us  will  never  set  foot  on  shore  again.  Now,  I  want 
to  say  something  particular.  You  boys  don't  like  Master 
Flash,  but  if  anything  happens  to  him  I  want  you  both  to 
stand  by  him — by  him  and  little  Jack,  the  cabin  boy." 

“I  shall  do  my  duty,”  answered  Wilton. 

“You  must  do  more  than  that.  Old  Cap’ll  Jack  Bruff  lost  his 
girl  many  years  ago,  aud  if  anything  should  happen  to  Fla^h 
it  would  kill  him.  It  was  on  the  very  coast  we  re  going  to 
that  he  was  wrecked  and  the  poor  child  swept  away  from  be¬ 
fore  his  eyes.” 

“Drowned?” 

“Carried  away  in  an  open  boat.  He’s  never  seen  her  since." 
Two  days  after  this,  in  the  afternoon,  it  came  on  tc  blow 
again  harder  than  ever,  and  the  captain  called  all  hands  on 
deck. 

Before  he  could  give  an  order,  however,  Roberts,  the  slim 
man,  called  Dick,  and  a  dozen  others  went  aft  in  a  body, 
Roberts  being  the  spokesman. 

“Cap’n  Bruff,”  said  he,  “you  and  all  of  us  knows  that  this 
vessel  is  doomed.  The  rats  left  her.  It’s  coming  on  to  blow. 
If  we  stay  here  we’re  booked  for  Davy  Jones’  locker.  Taka 
time  while  ye’ve  got  it  aud  lower  the  boats.” 

“Desert  my  ship?  Never!” 

“You  can  do  what  ye  like,  cap’n,  but  we  ain’t  going  to  risk 
our  lives  here  any  longer.  See  here!” 

He  struck  his  brawny  hand  against  the  mainmast, 

A  hollow  souud  was  given  out,  and  the  captain's  lip  tr  n- 
bled. 

|  “D’ye  hear  that?  The  heart  o’  that  stick  is  all  eaten  out.” 
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"She  will  stand  until  we  reach  shore,  and  then  I  promise  to 
send  you  all  home  in  other  vessels,  if  you  don't  care  to  return 

in  her.” 

“  Twon't  do,  captain,  I  tell  you.  we  won’t  reach  shore  at 
all  it  we  stick  in  her.  She's  doomed,  I  tell  ye.  Give  us  the 
order  to  lower  the  boats." 

At  this  point  Flash  came  out  of  the  cabin  armed  with  a 
cutlass. 

“Send  these  fellows  back  to  their  posts,  father,”  he  said, 
fiercely.  “They  endanger  their  own  and  our  lives  while  they 
stand  there  parleying." 

“Go  back  to  your  stations,  men,”  said  the  captain.  “I  can¬ 
not  listen  to  your  childish  fears.” 

"Then  let  us  help  ourselves,  men,  since  he  will  not,”  cried 
Roberts.  “To  the  boats,  lads,  to  the  boats.” 

The  men  made  a  rush  for  the  long  boat,  but  Flash,  springing 
before  them,  struck  the  first  man  to  the  deck. 

In  a  moment  the  others  rushed  upon  him,  and  it  would  have 
gone  hard  with  him  had  not  Dowes  at  that  instant  rushed  up. 

"Don't  touch  the  lad,  Roberts,”  said  Dow'es,  “whatever  else 
ye  do.” 

“Every  man  has  got  to  look  out  for  himself,  and  you  know 
it,  Jim  Dowes.  That’s  only  accordin’  to  nature.” 

“That’s  all  right,  but  may  a  curse  light  on  the  man  that  will 
leave  his  captain  in  the  time  of  peril!”  • 

As  he  spoke  those  terrible  words  there  came  a  blinding  flash 
of  living  fire,  the  mainmast  was  rent  in  twain,  and  a  large, 
heavy  splinter,  striking  Roberts  on  the  head,  dashed  him  life¬ 
less  to  the  deck. 

The  curse  invoked  by  Dowes  had  fallen,  swift  and  sure. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

THE  PROMISE  KEPT — SHIPWRECKED. 

Every  soul  on  board  was  horrified  at  the  suddenness  of  the 
blow  which,  invoked  by  Dowes,  had  fallen  upon  the  mutinous 
sailor. 

There  was  hut  little  time  for  reflection,  as  upon  the  instant 
the  squall  broke  over  the  ship  and  threatened  its  speedy 
destruction. 

The  sails  were  literally  torn  to  shreds  and  a  dozen  men  who 
had  gone  aloft  to  furl  the  fore-topsail  were  carried  overboard 
by  the  snapping  of  a  yard  and  breaking  of  a  wave  on  the  deck. 

The  poor  fellows  uttered  the  most  piteous  cries  as  the  cruel 
wave  bore  them  into  the  mad  yeast  of  waders,  from  which 
there  was  no  rescuing  them. 

A  second  wave  came  rushing  over  the  side,  demolishing  the 
■weather  rail,  keeling  the  vessel  over  to  leeward,  and  carrying 
everything  that  came  in  its  way  toward  the  other  side. 

A  shriek  from  Jack,  the  little  cabin  boy,  attracted  the  at¬ 
tention  of  Wilton,  who  was  perched  in  the  mizzen  rigging  and 
clinging  for  dear  life  to  the  warped  and  twisted  lanyards. 

He  cast  his  eyes  on  deck  and  saw  Flash  borne  by  the  wave, 
being  rapidly  swept  toward  a  wide  breach  in  the  lee  rail,  ut¬ 
terly  unable  to  help  himself,  having  evidently  been  badly  in¬ 
jured. 

“Keep  your  promise!”  cried  a  voice,  heard  above  all  the 
roar  and  noise  of  the  tempest. 

It  might  have  been  Dowes,  or  it  might  have  been  the  boy’s 
own  conscience  which  spoke — he  could  not  tell  which,  but  the 
words  thrilled  his  whole  being. 

Leaping  from  his  place  to  the  deck,  he  wrapped  one  arm 
about  a  lanyard  and  reached  out  the  other  at  the  moment  that 
Flash  came  along. 

With  a  grasp  that  nothing  could  loosen  he  seized  Flash  by 
the  collar  and  held  on  firmly. 

Both  were  swept  through  the  breach,  though  Wilton  never 
let  go  his  hold  on  the  rigging,  nor  upon  the  poor  boy  whose 
death  seemed  certain. 

He  seemed  to  hear  a  dreadful  crunching  of  bones,  and  a 
burning,  grinding  sensation  was  felt  in  his  arm,  still  wrapped 
about  the  heavy  lanyard. 

When  he  came  to  himself  he  was  lying  on  the  floor  of  the 
cabiD,  with  Flash  supporting  his  head  on  one  knee  and  pour¬ 
ing  some  liquor  down  Iris  throat. 

Close  at  hand  stood  the  little  cabin  hoy  gazing  with  tear- 
stained  eyes  upon  Wilton,  his  young  frame  trembling  with 
emotion. 

"You  have  saved  poor  Flash  from  the  horrible  waves,”  he 
said.  “I  was  afraid  he  would  be  carried  away  by  them,  and 
that  then  I  would  have  no  one  to  treat  me  kindly,  or  whom  I 

could  love." 

“There  are  some  good  points  in  the  follow  after  all.”  was 
V'iM first  thought,  “or  this  little  fellow  would  not  speak 
h>.  I  am  glad  l  saved  him— glad  that  I  was  enabled  to.” 


“How  do  you  feel?”  asked  Flash  kindly,  the  tone  being 
such  as  Wilton  had  never  before  heard  from  his  lips. 

“Very  well,  but  where  is  Ben?” 

“He  is  safe,  and  that  is  more  than  I  can  say  for  about  two- 
thirds  of  us.” 

"And  Dowes?  And  Jumble?  And  your  father?  Are 
they - ” 

“All  safe.  Don’t  distress  yourself,  my  dear  fellow.  I  owe 
you  my  life,  aud  at  the  risk  of  your  own.  too.  I  did  not  ex¬ 
pect  that;  it  was  more  than  I  deserved.” 

Then  Wilton  noticed  that  his  shirt  had  been  cut  away,  and 
that  his  arm  had  been  slung  in  rude  splints,  and  carefully 
bandaged  and  wrapped  up  to  keep  it  from  the  cold. 

Little  Jack  moistened  the  inner  bandage  with  some  cooling 
liniment,  while  Flash  spoke  kindly  to  the  injured  lad  and 
bestowed  him  in  a  more  comfortable  position. 

At  this  moment  Jumble  entered,  and.  smiling  at  Wilton, 
looked  at  Flash,  and  said,  in  his  old,  disjointed  manner: 

“Better  go  on’  deck— see  old  man— leave  patient — to  my 
care— excellent  nurse— brought  Count  Hitemoff — through  a 
bad  sickness— three  broken  ribs— never  forgot  it — keepsake- 
got  it  at  home— show  you — some  day— raise  him  up— into 
easy-chair— quite  right,  too — much  better  so— comfortable  now 
—deuced!” 

During  this  speech  Wilton  had  been  placed  in  a  more  easy 
position  in  the  captain’s  big  arm-chair,  and  then  Flash  went 
on  deck,  followed  by  little  Jack. 

The  Niger  -was  dismasted,  nearly  half  full  of  water,  her 
boats  demolished  or  carried  away,  her  scams  badly  opened 
and  letting  in  water  rapidly,  and  her  decks  actually  ripped  up 
in  places  by  the  force  of  the  waves. 

The  workers  on  deck  did  their  best  in  the  short  time  al¬ 
lotted  them,  and  at  the  end  of  little  more  than  an  hour  after 
the  passing  of  the  squall  they  had  launched  a  raft  capable 
of  holding  a  dozen  persons. 

Wilton  had  been  left  alone  during  most  of  the  time  this 
was  going  on,  though  Jack  came  to  him  every  once  iu  a 
while  to  talk  to  him,  ease  his  position  and  give  him  some¬ 
thing  to  drink. 

At  the  end  of  two  hours  the  captain  and  Dowes  came  down, 
and,  lifting  him  up.  carefully,  carried  him  on  deck,  and  thence 
to  the  raft,  where  they  placed  him  in  the  best  position. 

Flash  then  secured  his  father's  charts,  log-book,  nautical 
instruments  and  private  papers,  putting  them  all  in  a  strong 
wooden  box,  and  taking  them  aboard,  said: 

“Now,  sir,  are  you  ready?  We  had  better  not  remain 
longer.  ” 

“I  hate  to  leave  the  old  vessel.  Flash.  Do  you  go  aboard 
the  raft  while  1  run  down  and  take  a  last  look  at  every¬ 
thing.” 

They  all  went  aboard,  and  Dowes  stood  ready  to  cast  off 
the  line,  or  rather  to  cut  it,  holding  an  axe  in  his  hands  for 
that  purpose. 

They  waited  for  some  time,  when  suddenly  they  beheld  the 
old  hull  give  a  tremendous  lurch  and  sink  several  feet  at  I  he 
bow. 

“Father,  father!”  shrieked  Flash.  “Hasten,  for  heaveu’s 
sake!” 

Before  the  captain  could  appear  the  poor  old  vessel  gave 
another  lurch,  and  Dowes  cut  the  hawser  with  one  blow  of 
the  axe  and  pushed  off  frantically. 

Flash  gave  one  despairing  shriek  and  tried  to  spring  over¬ 
board.  but  Ben  and  the  cook  held  him,  while  the  others  bent 
to  their  hastily  made  oars  with  all  their  strength. 

The  captain  appeared  upon  deck  and  rushed  to  the  rail, 
but  before  he  could  spring  over  into  the  water  the  vessel 
split  in  tw’o  in  the  middle,  and  he  was  carried  down  with 
the  fragments. 


CHAPTER  VIIT. 

TJIE  RAFT  IX  MID-OCE.VX. 

The  fierce  sun  beats  upon  the  glistening  waters,  which 
show  never  a  ripple,  while  the  torn  and  mildewed  sail  of  a 
little  raft  hangs  limp  and  motionless  from  the  mast. 

Four  boys  and  two  men  are  upon  the  raft  In  mid-ocean,  not 
a  sail  nor  a  hit  of  land  in  sight,  their  food  and  water  nearly 
exhausted,  and  no  hope  of  being  saved. 

The  Juen  and  boys  are  the  survivors  of  the  Niger,  and 
they  have  floated  for  days  and  days  upon  the  Indian  Ocean' 
without  seeming  to  get  any  nearer  to  land,  and  hope  lms 
well  nigh  deserted  them. 

The  negro  cook  aud  the  sailors  have  died  and  linen  con¬ 
signed  to  the  waves,  aud  now  all  that  remain  arc  Dower;  and! 
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.1  ■  ;pl  U>.  I 'la^ii.  the  poor  little  cabin  boy.  and  our  two  herons. 
Flash  ha..  suffered  himself  all  these  weary  days,  heaven 
Kit  tvs  only  how  much,  for  ho  has  scarcely  opened  his  lips. 
cm-.  ;  ,  t-i  talk  soothingly  to  the  lad.  whom  lie  has  taken  un¬ 
der  1'is  rough  proti-cticn.  but  lie  has  put  his  own  sufferings 
aside  an  1  d-  ue  what  he  eouhl  to  alleviate  those  of  others. 

When  he  has  spoken  at  till  to  "Wilton  it  has  been  graciously 
and  kindly,  and  he  has  taken  his  share  of  the  Avork  to  be 
dene  niiei  liiplainlngly.  with  never  a  sIiadoAV  of  the  old  domi- 
ret  ring  manner  which  was  once  so  disagreeable. 

The  sun  still  pours  its  tierce  heat  dOAvn  upon  tin*  castaways 
and  presently  Jack  says  pitifully: 

•‘Will  there  never  be  any  more  rain  or  wind.  Flash?  Shall 
we  never  see  the  laud  again?” 

Never  again  will  he  see  it.  poor  child,  for  he  is  even  now 
traveling  fast  upon  the  road  that  leads  to  the  better  land. 

Flash  hates  to  deceive  the  boy,  and  yet  dares  not  tell  him 
what  he  thinks,  and  so  he  says: 

“Perhaps  so.  my  lad.  Go  to  sleep,  and  maybe  you  will 
see  it  when  you  awake." 

"Give  me  a  drink.  Flash.  You  have  given  me  more  than 
my  share,  I  know,  already,  but  this  is  the  last  1  shall  want.” 

Flash  gave  him  the  cooling  draught  and  the  boy  drew  him¬ 
self  closer  to  his  protector,  and.  laying  his  Aveary  little  head 
upon  the  other's  breast,  put  both  his  wee  hands  about  one  of 
Flash’s  and  said: 

“1  shall  be  gone  in  a  moment.” 

Wilton  awoke  at  this  moment,  and,  looking  at  Jack,  saw 
the  unnatural  light  in  his  face  and  knew  that  he  was  dying. 

Ite  quickly  awoke  Pen  and  told  him  to  go  and  speak  to 
the  lad  before  it  was  too  late. 

Pen  arose,  and.  walking  over  to  where  the  little  fellow 
lay  closely  hugged  up  to  Flash,  said  kindly: 

"Jack.  Avill  you  speak  to  me  a  little  before  you  leave  us?” 

“Oh.  is  that  you.  P.eu?"  said  the  boy.  ‘’You  do  like  Flash, 
don't  you?" 

"I  try  to  do  so.  Jack.” 

Hen  sat  down  upon  the  raft  and  said  nothing,  gazing  out 
upon  the  boundless  ocean,  and  Avonderiug  how  long  this 
dreadful  agony  of  existence  would  be  prolonged. 

Jack  started  presently,  and,  looking  up.  asked  Flash  to  kiss 
him.  for  he  was  ready  uoaa-,  and  could  not  stay  any  longer 
vyith  him. 

The  lad  utterly  broke  dOAvn  at  this,  and  Avliile  the  hot  tears 
poured  down  his  cheeks,  he  kissed  the  poor  little  fellow 
again  and  again,  and  clasped  him  to  his  heart,  Aveeping  like 
a  mother  over  her  first  dead.  Then  he  hiirl  the  child  down, 
and  covered  bis  face  Avith  a  handkerchief. 

Utile  Jack  was  dead. 

The  day  wore  on  and  the  sun  was  obscured  with  clouds,  a* 
light  breeze  arising,  which  filled  the  wretched  sail  and  made 
a  delightful  change  after  the  extreme  heat  Avliich  had  pre¬ 
vailed.  the  castaways  feeling  reneAved  strength  and  looking 
fonvard  more  hopefully  than  they  had  done  for  a  long  time. 

When  the  sun  went  down  the  wind  became  stronger  and 
tlie  clouds  were  so  thick  as  to  obscure  everything  and  render 
the  darkness  almost  tangible. 

linwps  trimmed  the  little  sail  to  the  best  advantage,  and 
th<‘  raft  scudded  over  the  waves  with  great  rapidity,  guided 
by  the  skilful  seaman. 

Flash  protected  the  dead  body  of  his  little  favorite  from 
the  rain,  and  watched  as  tenderly  over  it  as  though  the  boy 
still  lived  and  avhs  sleeping  gently,  as  lie  had  often  done 
Avhile  Flash  had  kept  guard  over  him. 

Ken  aud  "Wilton  dreAv  close  to  each  other  and  tried  to  sleep, 
but  with  ill  success,  for  the  raft  pitched  so  much  that  it  was 
almost  imperative  to  keep  awake  in  order  to  prevent  oneself 
from  rolling  into  the  sea. 

ft  might  have  been  along  toAvard  morning  when  Wilton  was 
suddenly  aroused  from  semi-consciousness  by  a  startling  cry 
from  Dowes: 

"The  raft  is  breaking  up!" 

At  the  next  moment  he  felt  himself  and  his  boyish  com¬ 
rades  tossing  upon  the  waves,  half-submerged,  and  saAv,  though 
indistinctly,  the  tAvo  men  floating  away  from  him,  the  distance 
between  them  Increasing  every  instant. 

Then  he  heard  the  voice  of  Dowes  calling  to  him  across  the 
waste  of  waters: 

“Guard  and  shield  him  from  every  danger,  cherish,  protect 
and  love  him,  for  his  father's  sake.” 

"I  will,  I  will. ”  cried  Wilton  with  all  his  force;  “I  will  so 
help  mo  Heaven!” 

"Where  are  we?"  asked  Flash,  suddenly.  “What  has  hap- 


“Tbe  raft  has  broken  up,  and  we  are  separated  from  our 

Horne  along  bv  the  tumultuous  wave*.  the  three  b"js  'bit 
all  night  upon  the  troubled  waters,  and  when  morning  d  twi 
\  they  were  still  far  from  any  sight  ol  land. 

When  the  sun  rose  Flash  awoke  and  gazed  around,  mm  hi  a 
j  confused  manner,  evidently  not  understanding  the  change  in 

his  situation.  ,  .. 

Then  he  looked  for  the  body  of  poor  little  Jack,  but  i  was 
'  nmvin.n.  in.  tiio  w:ivps  having  Avasbed  it  i i‘om  the  nut 


during  the  night.  .  .  _  ,  . 

The  boys  had  crawled  upon  the  highest  portion  of  their  rude 
support,  and  were  now  entirely  out  of  water,  and  in  no  danger 
of  being  Avashed  off,  though  they  had  no  food  nor  water,  and 
no  mast  or  sail,  or  anything  which  they  could  use  as  a  signal 
in  case  they  should  sight  a  passing  ship. 

lt  was  in  the  afternoon,  and  Ben  had  been  scanning  the  hori¬ 
zon  eagerly  for  an  hour.  Avhen  he  suddenly  leaped  to  his  feet, 
and,  pointing  to  leeAvard,  shouted: 

“A  sail!  Look  there,  a  ship  is  approaching!" 

Flash  did  not  seem  to  hear  the  cry,  but  Wilton  stood  beside 
his  chum  and  peered  anxiously  in  the  direction  indicated  by 
Ben's  outstretched  hand. 

“I  see  it!*"  he  cried.  “It  is  a  full-rigged  ship,  and  bearing 
directly  down  upon  us.” 

“They  will  not  see  us,"  said  Flash;  “they  will  pass  us  by. 

He  had  heard  Ben's  cry  then,  though  he  had  not  seemed  to. 

“They  must  see  us!"  cried  Ben.  "Oh,  for  something  to  at¬ 
tract  their  attention!" 

“Heaven  help  us  if  they  do  see  us,”  said  Flash,  looking  up; 
“for  vonder  floats  the  black  flag.  That  ship  is  a  pirate  ves¬ 
sel!” 


CHAPTER  IX. 

ox  board  the  “avenger." 

Flash  was  right,  his  keener  sight  detecting  the  ominous  sig¬ 
nal  floating  at  the  peak,  as  he  had  indeed  seen  the  vessel  long 
before  Ben  had,  but  hacl  feared  to  excite  the  boys  until  they, 
too,  Avere  able  to  see  it. 

As  the  pirate  vessel  bore  near,  being  a  topsail  schooner  in¬ 
stead  of  a  ship,  as  Wilton  had  said,  it  Avas  evident  that  those 
on  board  had  seen  the  boys  and  intended  to  pick  them  up. 

After  Flash  had  announced  the  desperate  character  of  the 
vessel,  however,  the  other  two  boys  had  sat  down  and  made  no 
further  demonstrations,  hoping  that  the  pirates  would  not  see 
them. 

They  had  done  so,  as  was  soon  evident  by  a  boat  being  low¬ 
ered  and  pulling  toward  them,  a  tall,  commanding  personage 
being  in  the  stern  sheets  directing  the  oarsmen. 

The  three  boys  were  taken  from  the  raft,  which  Avas  then 
abandoned,  and  carried  aboard  t lie  vessel,  which  bore  the 
name  of  Avenger,  in  raised  gold  letters  just  under  the  quarto  \ 

The  lads  Avere  not  treated  unkindly,  and,  though  nothing 
was  said  to  them,  the  person  in  the  stern  regarded  Flash  v.-ith 
looks  of  great  interest. 

When  on  board  this  man,  avIio  seemed  to  be  the  captain,  as 
in  fact  he  Avas,  led  the  Avay  to  the  cabin,  and  beckoned  them 
to  be  seated. 


l  he  room  was  furnished  with  the  utmost  luxury,  though  net 
in  the  best,  taste,  the  number  and  combinations  of  the  colors 
seen  in  the  furniture  and  decorations  being  rather  inharmo¬ 
nious. 

A  carved  table  of  ebony,  ornamented  with  gold,  and  having 
fine  inlaid  top,  stood  in  the  center  of  the  apartment.  Avliilo 
around  the  sides  Avere  rich  divans  of  blue,  gold  and  emerald 
green  satin,  piled  high  with  velvet,  cushions  in  purple,  red  and 
black:  the  hangings  in  front  of  the  port-holes  being  of  silk, 
one  Avith  yellow  and  black  stripes  and  the  other  of  a  deep  red. 
The  man  himself  was  dressed  in  a  blue  military  or  naval  uni- 
lorm,  the  coat  literally  covered  with  gold  lace,  and  wove  a  tc:: 
cap  upon  the  top  ot  his  large,  well-shaped  head. 

A  heavy  sword  in  a  gold  and  jeweled  scabbard  dangled  :>t 
his  heels,  and  from  the  folds  of  his  wide  red  sash  protruded 
the  butts  of  tAvo  huge  pistols. 

He  took  a  seat  and  then  addressed  Ben  in  Italian,  asking 
him  his  name  and  Iioav  he  came  to  be  upon  the  raft. 

The  boy  shook  his  head,  and  the  pirate  then  addressed  Wil¬ 
ton  In  French,  asking  him  the  same  question. 

“Speak  English,"  said  Flash.  "We  understand  that  lan¬ 
guage  best.” 

The  man  turned  a  piercing  look  upon  the  lad  and  started 
visibly,  saying  in  good  English: 

“What  Is  your  name?" 

“Flash!” 
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“A  good  m.me  that,  and  well  suited  to  you.  What  is  the 

first  or  it?" 

-Flash." 

"What  is  the  rest?" 

"What  does  it  matter?"  said  the  boy,  impatiently.  "1  am 
coded  Flash,  and  that  is  all  you  need  know." 

bin1  man  laughed  and  then  continued  his  inquiries. 

“When  were  you  shipwrecked?" 

“’1  wo  or  three  weeks  ago.  l  don’t  remember  exactly  when, 
as  I  have  been  in  a  daze  ever  since." 

"Were  you  all  that  survived?" 

"There  were  others,  but  they  died  of  privations.  Two  days 
ago  our  raft  broke  up,  and  two  men  with  us  were  borne  away 
upon  a  portion.  Then  we  lost  our  water  and  provisions.” 

"What  was  the  vessel?" 

"The  Niger.  You  may  have  known  her  once,  for  she  was 
engaged  in  your  own  unholy  work  years  ago." 

"Ha-ha!,  she  was  a  bark,  was  she  not,  and  had  many  myste¬ 
rious  places  about  her  which  no  one  knew  of?  They  said  she 
was  haunted  by  the  ghost  of  a  woman  whom  her  captain  had 
murdered." 

“Yes,  there  were  some  such  stories,  though  I  never  believed 
them.  There  were  odd  corners  in  the  hold  which'  everybody 
did  not  knew  of,  where  a  man  could  easily  be  stowed  away,  or 
confined,  fer  that  matter,  and  no  one  be  any  the  wiser.” 

"Ha!  you  were  the  son  of  the  captain?”  said  the  pirate, 
quickly,  bestowing  another  of  those  piercing  looks  upon  the 
lad. 

Flash  did  not  answer,  nor  even  show  that  the  man  had 
stated  the  case  correctly,  and  the  latter  continued: 

"How  did  she  come  to  be  wrecked?  She  was  a  stout  vessel 
once.  I  knew  her  slaver,  pirate  and  honest  man  captain  well 
in  his  best  days." 

"The  rats  left  her,  and  she  was  doomed.  She  was  old  and 
rotten.” 

"Why  did  your  father  take  her  out  again,  then?” 

"He  had  his  reasons,  and  did  not  suppose  she  would  founder 
so  soon.” 

"Look  you,  lad,  you  cannot  deceive  me.  1  know  that  Jack 
Bruff  is  your  father,  and  why  he  came  out  here.  His  mission 
will  be  unsuccessful,  I  can  tell  him  that." 

"You  can  tell  him  nothing,”  said  Wilton,  “for  he  is  dead.” 

“Then  his  life  was  a  failure,  as  I  swrore  it  should  be.  What 
are  you  and  the  other  boy  called?” 

Wilton  told  him,  having  nothing  to  conceal,  and  the  man 
shook  his  head,  the  information  being  of  no  particular  value 
to  him. 

Then  he  ordered  food  and  wine  to  be  placed  before  the 
boys,  after  they  had  partaken  of  which  they  were  given  good 
clothes,  their  own  being  sadly  in  want  of  repair. 

That  night  while  they  were  on  deck  in  the  moonlight,  Wil¬ 
ton  and  Ben  standing  together  and  Flash  off  by  himself,  WilJ 
ton  said: 

"That  villain  knows  something  about  Flash.  Did  you  see 
how  he  looked  at  the  boy  while  we  were  talking  in  the  cabin?” 

••  1  did,  but  Flash  did  not  seem  to  undeistand  him.” 

“He  may  or  may  not  have,  1  cannot  make  out  which;  but, 
a1  any  rate,  I  ll  bet  a  good  deal  that  he  knows  about  the  lad’s 
sistc-r.  and  that  is  what  he  meant  when  he  said  that  Captain 
Bruff  would  never  accomplish  what  he  came  here  for.” 

"Hoes  Flash  know  about  his  sister?" 

"J  can't  tell,  though  he  seems  to  know  why  his  father  sailed 
upon  this  last  voyage.” 

"Look,  Wilt,”  said  Ben,  suddenly,  “the  pirate  has  called 
Flash  into  the  cabin.  There  he  goes.  There  must  be  some 
understanding  between  them.” 

"Likely  enough;  and  I  shall  be  cheated  of  a  plan  I  had 
formed  to  assist  him  to  escape.” 

“To  escape!  ”  repeated  Ben,  in  a  whisper,  looking  the  other 
in  the  face  earnestly. 

"Yes,  buc  don’t  say  anything.” 

They  remained  talking  together  for  two  hours,  when  Flash 
suddenly  appeared  from  the  cabin,  and,  coming  quickly  to¬ 
ward  them,  said,  hurriedly: 

"I  shall  sleep  in  the  cabin,  you  in  the  forecastle.  Keep  your 
lip:-,  sealed,  and  be  ready  at  any  moment  to  aid  me  in  making 
our  escape.  It  may  not  be  for  a  week  yet,  but  be  ready  at  all 

times.” 

Then  he  walked  forward  and  called  down  some  orders  to  the 
men  below,  after  which  lie  went  aft,  without  again  addressing 
tii"  boys,  and  disappeared  in  the  cabin. 

Wilton  was  very  much  astonished,  but  obeyed  the  injunction 
gj  .cji  him,  and  said  nothing  to  any  one,  resolving  that  Flash 
was  i  ot  co  bad  after  all— that  is,  if  he  really  meant  what  be 
1.  • 
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Flash  had  promised  ihe  captain  to  join  bis  band,  the  latter 
having  taken  a  greul  fancy  to  him  on  account  of  his  imperious 
ways,  which  he  considered  as  extremely  fitting  for  a  pirate. 

The  lad  hud  no  intention  of  becoming  one,  however,  having 
given  his  promise  merely  to  gain  time,  and  to  better  enable 
him  to  work  lor  an  escape,  knowing  well  that  if  he  refused  the 
monster  would  take  all  their  lives. 

He  slept  in  Hie  cabin,  and  accompanied  the  pirate  chief  at 
all  times,  being  regarded  by  the  men  as  his  son  and  their 
fnt  i. re  leader. 

Flash  did  not  care  to  leave  the  pirate  vessel  until  there  was 
some  chance  of  their  being  near  land,  for  lie  did  nor  wish  to 
run  the  chance  of  drifting  for  days  upon  the  ocean,  and  maybe 
die  of  starvation  in  the  end. 

One  day,  just  before  sunset,  about  a  week  alter  their  arrival, 
the  signs  ill  the  water  and  sky  told  him  that  lana  was  not 
far  away,  and  that  it  would  be  sighted  before  morning. 

This  night,  when  he  saw  indications  of  land,  he  determined 
to  put  his  plans  into  execution,  and,  finding  an  opportunity  to 
speak  to  Wilton  for  an  instant,  lie  said: 

“Remain  on  deck  until  midnight.” 

That  was  all,  but.  the  boy  understood  him  well  enough  to 
know  that  t.he  attempt  would  be  made  I  hat  night. 

Flash  remained  in  the  cabin  all  the  evening,  drinking  and 
chatting  with  the  piiate,  and  taking  good  care  that,  the  latter 
should  drink  plenty  ot  wine. 

The  wine  was  not  only  strong  of  itself,  but  Flash  had  se¬ 
cured  a  bottle  containing  a  sleeping  draft  from  the  medicine 
chest,  and  when  the  wretch  had  got  so  far  as  to  cease  to  no¬ 
tice  things,  lie  poured  a  part  of  it  into  his  wine. 

The  man  drank  it  off,  Flash  .pouring  the  contents  of  his 
goblet  upon  the  carpet,  and  in  a  few  moments  he  rolled  from 
his  chair  and  fell  under  the  table. 

Quickly  springing  to  the  cabinet  where  lie  knew  a  certain 
box  was  kept.  Flash  seized  it  and,  putting  it  under  his  arm, 
left  the  cabin,  locking  it  behind  him,  as  well  as  the  outer  cabin 
door,  and  putting  the  keys  in  his  pocket. 

He  went  on  deck  and  climbed  into  one  of  the  boats  hanging 
on  the  davits,  and  deposited  the  box  in  the  stern  sheets. 

He  had  often  been  in  the  boats  at  night  and  at  other  times, 
and  nobody  thought  anything  of  it,  knowing  him  to  be  a  priv¬ 
ileged  person. 

In  the  boat  were  provisions,  water,  oars  and  many  other 
things  that  the  iads  would  need  upon  the  ocean,  all  these  hav¬ 
ing  been  placed  there  at  odd  times  by  the  clever  lad. 

It  was  quite  late,  nearly  midnight,  and  the  two  boys  were 
still  on  deck  evidently  engaged  in  telling  each  other  the  tough¬ 
est  yarns  they  could  think  of,  simply  to  pass  away  the  time. 

They  were  doing  more  than  this,  they  were  awaiting  a  sig¬ 
nal,  and  the  few  sleepy  men  scattered  about  the  deck  never 
thought  of  keeping  their  eyes  on  them. 

Suddenly  there  was  a  splash  in  the  water. 

Flash  had  cut  the  falls  and  the  boat  had  quickly  descended, 
making  tjie  splash  heard  by  the  boys. 

They  slaw  the  boat  descending,  and  knew  at  once  that  the 
time  had  come. 

They  were  at  the  rail  almost  as  soon  as  the  boat  touched  tire 
water. 

“Jump!”  said  Flash,  and  they  sprang  overboard  in  a  mo¬ 
ment,  seizing  their  oars  and  pulling  for  dear  life  as  soon  as 
they  touched  the  boat. 

They  were  several  cable  lengths  away  before  any  one 
thought  of  giving  the  alarm,  and  then  the  cabin  door  was 
found  to  be  locked  and  the  captain  and  officers  shut  in  their 
own  apartments. 


CHAPTER  X. 

THE  FINDING  OF  THE  GOLDEN  IDOL. 

The  boys  hoisted  a  sail,  which  Flash  had  had  the  fore¬ 
thought  to  put  into  the  boat,  upon  the  blades  of  two  oars,  and 
with  this  aid  made  more  rapid  progress  than  they  had  yet 
dene. 

The  pirate  vessel  grew  smaller  and  smaller  as  they  Hew 
over  tin1  ocean,  until  at  last  they  could  see  nothing  but  the 
topsails;  and  gradually  these,  too,  faded  from  sight,  and  they 
were  alone. 

During  the  rest  of  the  night  they  sailed  on.  Flash  taking 
a  course  which  would  bring  him  to  the  land  which  be  had 
seen  signs  of  on  the  previous  evening. 

When  morning  came  they  could  sec  it  at  some  distance 
from  them,  though  not  near  enough  to  distinguish  move  than 
the  general  outline. 

“What  land  is  that?"  asked  Wilton  of  Flash,  after  looking 
at  it  for  some  time  in  silence. 
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“It  looks  to  me  like  the  lower  part  of  Hindostan,  and  it  is, 
If  my  reckonings  from  t lie  pirate’s  charts  are  correct.” 

"Is  there  any  place  where  we  can  And  a  ship  to  take  us 
home?"  asked  Hen. 

“Further  up  there  is,  but  down  here  I  am  afraid  not.” 

"Why  so?” 

“Oh,  the  people  are  not  always  very  partial  to  strangers, 
that  is  all:  and  besides  that,  I  don’t  understand  their  lan¬ 
guage.  if  we  can  strike  an  English  settlement  we  will  be 
all  right." 

"Are  the  people  civilized?” 

“On  the  contrary,  they  claim  that  their  civilization  dates 
further  back  than  ours.  I  hope  we  shall  not  meet  them,  for  I 
don't  like  them  any  more  than  they  like  me.” 

Nothing  more  was  said  for  some  time,  and  soon  Flash  said 
he  was  going  to  sleep,  and  asked  Wilton  to  manage  the  boat 
until  he  awoke,  keeping  her  head  in  the  same  general  di¬ 
rection. 

Soon  after  sunrise  the  breeze  died  out,  or  if  there  was  any 
it  was  too  high  for  their  sail  to  catch,  and  it  hung  idly  upon 
the  improvised  mast,  which  the  two  boys  forthwith  took  in, 
and  propelled  the  boat  by  means  of  their  oars,  keeping  up  a 
good  steady  stroke  and  making  considerable  progress. 

Flash  slept  for  three  or  four  hours,  and  the  boys  did  not 
think  host  to  disturb  him,  particularly  as  tlie  land  was  still 
a  good  distance  away,  and,  without  a  breeze,  impossible  to 
bo  reached  before  night. 

The  lad  awoke  at  last,  and  partook  of  some  food,  telling 
the  other  boys  that  they  had  best  rest  themselves,  and  that 
ha  would*  take  care  of  the  boat  while  they  slept. 

Both  Ben  and  Wilton  were  worn  out  with  not  having  slept 
all  night,  and  they  were  not  slow  to  obey  the  kindly  injunc¬ 
tion  of  Flash,  falling  asleep  in  the  bottom  of  the  boat  m  a 
few  moments,  and  never  awaking  for  a  good  six  hours. 

Flash  had  spread  a  shelter  over  them  to  shield  them  from 
the  excessive  heat  of  the  sun,  which  had  begun  to  be  rather 
uncomfortable,  particularly  as  there  was  scarcely  enough 
breeze  to  ripple  the  surface  of  the  water. 

They  awoke  some  time  in  the  afternoon,  greatly  refreshed, 
and  partook  of  food,  for  which  they  felt  a  decided  appetite, 
there  being,  fortunately,  enough  for  all  their  needs. 

Toward  evening  a  breeze  sprang  up,  whcib  increased  with 
the  coming  of  darkness,  so  much  so,  in  fact,  that  Flash  ran 
the  boat  into  what  appeared  to  be  a  little  cove,  by  the  dim 
light  there  was,  the  sky  being  overcast. 

It  required  no  little  management  to  get  the  boat  in  with¬ 
out  being  swamped,  and  the  boys  were  all  thoroughly  fa¬ 
tigued  when  the  keel  at  last  grated  upon  the  sand. 

They  drew  it  up  out  of  reach  of  the  water,  so  that  the 
rising  tide  should  not  carry  it  away,  and  then  set  about  look¬ 
ing  for  a  place  to  sleep. 


Flash  continued  to  slumber  as  soundly  as  though  he  had  just 
dropped  off. 

The  two  boys  did  not  arouse  their  companion,  seeing  that 
he  was  so  sound  asleep,  but  started  off  toward  the  shore  to 
wash  their  faces  and  look  around  them. 

On  their  way  they  ran  across  a  spring  of  fresh,  clear 
water,  where  they  quenched  their  thirst,  and  then  kept  on 
toward  the  spot  where  they  had  left  the  boat. 

“What  is  that  rocky  island  over  there?”  said  Wilton. 

“I  don’t  know,  but  this  seems  to  be  a  river  instead  of  a 
bay.  as  Flash  called  it  last  night.” 

“Suppose  we  go  over  and  explore  it?  There  seems  to  be 
an  opening  in  the  rocks,  and  there  may  be  a  cave  there.” 

“All  right;  help  me  push  the  boat  off.  Hadn’t  we  better 
wake  Flash?” 

“No,  poor  fellow,  lie  must  be  pretty  tired;  we’d  better  let 
him  sleep  as  long  as  he  can.” 

They  took  hold  of  the  boat  and  shoved  it  into  the  water, 
having  previously  taken  out  all  the  heavier  articles  and  de¬ 
posited  them  upon  the  bank. 

When  they  were  all  ready  to  push  off  Wilton  suddenly  ex¬ 
claimed: 

“By  the  way,  Ben,  if  there  is  a  cave  there  we  had  better 
take  torches  with  us’  for  it  may  be  dark  as  your  hat  in 
there.  ” 

“A  good  idea;  I  will  get  them  while  you  push  off.” 

Tu  a  few  moments  tliey'  were  pulling  across  the  river  at  a 
steady  stroke,  with  no  sound  but  the  regular  dip  and  splash 
of  the  oars. 

A  silence  as  of  death  reigned  all  around  and  the  boys,  im¬ 
pressed  with  the  dreadful  stillness,  spoke  never  a  word. 

They  could  not  see  the  waters  of  the  ocean  owing  to  a  bend 
in  the  river,  though  they  could  hear  the  roar  of  the  waves 
outside,  and  just  distinguish  the  rustling  of  the  branches 
over  their  heads. 

The  current  was  rather  strong,  but  by  bending  vigorously 
upon  their  oars  they  managed  to  get  across  in  safety,  the 
distance  being  not  more  than  four  or  five  hundred  feet* 

Fastening  the  warp  of  their  boat  about  a  large  fragment  of 
rock,  they  lit  their  torches,  or  rather  fanned  them  into  a 
blaze  by  waving  them  over  their  heads,  having  ignited  them 
before  setting  out,  and  boldly  entered  the  mouth  of  the 
cavern. 

Had  they  not  taken  the  precaution  of  bringing  torches  with 
them  the  boys  would  have  been  unable  to  find  their  way.  so 
intensely  dark  was  the  place,  and  so  precipitate  the  steps 
leading  down  into  the  very  bowels  of  the  earth  as  it  seemed. 

They  were  saved  many  bad  falls  by  having  the  torches,  and 
at  last,  after  descending  to  a  great  depth,  they  came  out  into 
•a  circular  cavern,  high  ceiled  and  gloomy,  the  flame  of  the 
torches  being  the  only  light  the  place  afforded. 


Flash  had  the  materials  for  making  a  fire,  and  Wilton  col¬ 
lected  a  quantity  of  brushwood  which  he  found,  and  they 
soon  had  a  blaze  going. 

“Are  there  any  wild  beasts  in  this  part  of  the  country?” 
asked  Ben.  rolling  himself  up  near  the  fire,  which  he  had  just 
replenished. 

“No.  not  so  near  the  coast.”  answered  Flash,  adding  in  an 
undertone,  “but  there  are  wilder  men.  I  don’t  fancy  having 
landed  here.” 

“We  will  keep  up  a  fire  anyhow,”  said  Wilton,  “but  I  say, 
what  a  pity  we  did  not  build  it  under  a  good  large  tree,  like 
that  one  yonder  in  the  shadow.” 

“You  are  not  tired  of  life,  are  you?”  was  Flash’s  question. 

“No,  indeed;  why  do  you  ask?” 

“Ho  you  happen  to  know  what  that  tree  is?” 

.  “It  looks  like  a  cypress,  with  all  that  moss  hanging  to  its 
branches.” 

“Well,  I’ll  tell  you  what  it  is,  and  then  you  can  go  and 
sleep  under  it  if  you  like,  though  you  wouldn’t  be  apt  to 
wake  up  again.” 

“What  do  you  mean?” 

“That  your  tree  yonder  possesses  the  same  cheerful  proper¬ 
ties  «s  the  Upas  or  Mancauilla.” 

“To  sleep,  or  even  to  remain  a  short  time  under  which  is 
death.”  said  Wilton. 

"True,  my  boy;  so  I  think  you  had  better  remain  where 
you  are.” 

They  bad  all  wrapped  themselves  up  by  this  time,  lying 
near  enough  to  the  fire  to  feel  its  warmth,  and  yet  not  near 
enough  to  run  any  risk  of  burning  themselves,  and  after  a 
few  more  words  they  dropped  off  to  sleep. 

They  did  not  awake  until  long  after  sunrise,  uud  even  then! 


■“It  is  a  place  of  worship,”  said  Ben;  “don't  you  see  the 
idols  around  the  sides  of  the  cavern?” 

“Abandoned  no  doubt  by  the  deluded  wretches  who  set  up 
these  foolish  images.” 

“Of  course,  for  I  don’t  suppose  the  idolaters  of  these  re¬ 
gions  leave  their  temples  open  to  all  comers.” 

“No,  indeed,  for  by  all  accounts  these  fellows  are  as  jenl 
ous  of  their  religion  as  one  can  imagine,  guarding  their 
shrines  and  temples  with  the  utmost  vigor.” 

“Suppose  we  look  about  tts  a  bit  before  we  go  back.  1 
see  something  glistening -over  yonder.  Let  us  see  what  it  is.’’ 

They  crossed  the  cavern,  and  presently  stood  before  a  .bilge 
idol  of  solid  gold,  its  eyes  of  diamonds  and  strings  of  precious 
stones  about  its  brawny  neck. 

it  was  placed  upon  a  pedestal  of  black  granite,  which 
shone  like  a  mirror  when  the  light  was  thrown  upon  it.  and 
represented  a  most  hideous  deity  sitting  upon  the  bodies  of 
two  captives. 


^A  golden  idol!  said  Ben.  in  t lie  greatest  astonishment. 

And  diamond  eyes.”  added  Wilton.  “Wouldn’t  it  he  jolly 
to  take  one  home  with  us?” 

“It  would  make  our  fortunes,  though  I  doubt  if  we  could 
get  any  one  to  buy  such  a  large  gem  as  that.  It  must  be 
worth  a  fabulous  sum,  and  there  are  two  of  them.” 


“The  poor  fools  who  bowed  down  to  this  hideous  thing 
were  at  least  not  lacking  in  wealth.  What  do 
that  amount  of  gold  must  be  worth?” 

“I  should  be  satisfied  to  take  borne 
that  sword  be  holds  In  his  hand.  It 
for  life.” 


you  suppose 


one  of  his  feet,  or 
would  make  mo  rich 


“By  .Tore.  Ben.  these  fellows  have  left 
we  don’t  know  how  many  years,  and 


thl^  tiling  here 
1  dare  say  nob 


for 
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knows  anything  about  it  now:  suppose  we  knock  out  one  of 
these  eyes  and  take  it  along  with  us.” 

“It  won't  be  an  easy  job. ” 

“Oh,  I  don't  mean  now:  we  can  go  back  and  tell  Flash 
about  it,  and  come  here  again  to-night." 

They  had  better  have  abandoned  the  idea  altogether,  for 
little  they  knew  of  the  perils  they  would  have  to  go  through 
on  account  of  that  golden  idol. 

Their  own  eyes  were  more  precious  to  them  than  all  the 
diamonds  in  Golconda,  and  not  to  be  replaced  by  all  the 
wealth  of  the  Indies,  and  yet  they  foolishly  risked  them  for 
the  sake  of  the  dazzling  gems,  which,  for  all  their  wealth, 
could  not  give  sight  to  the  dumb  image  before  them. 

F>etter  had  they  fled  at  once  from  the  place,  the  very  name 
of  which  would  have  appalled  them  had  they  known  if,  the 
island  of  fate  in  the  river  of  death. 


CHAPTER  XI. 

A  Y  OI.D  ACQUAINTANCE  TURNS  UP  AND  ANOTHER  IS  MISSING. 

After  finishing  their  exploration  of  the  cave  the  boys  re¬ 
turned  to  the  open  air,  and  took  the  boat  across  to  where 
they  had  left  Flash. 

After  landing  they  drew  the  boat  up,  and  in  a  few  mo¬ 
ments  reached  the  fire,  which  was  still  smoldering  as  when 
they  had  left  it. 

They  had  been  gone  upward  of  two  hours,  although  the 
time  had  passed  so  rapidly  that  they  had  scarcely  noticed  the 
flight. 

When  they  approached  the  fire  they  saw  some  one  squatted 
on  the  ground  before  it,  warming  his  hands,  his  back  being 
turned  toward  them. 

It  was  not  Flash,  however,  but  an  apparent  stranger,  and 
a  sudden  thought  of  danger  darted  through  Wilton’s  mind. 

“Where  can  he  have  gone?”  was  the  whispered  question. 

“We  have  been  away  a  long  time,  and  he  may  have  awak¬ 
ened  and  strolled  off  into  the  bushes  to  look  for  us,  or  maybe 
to  examine  the  lay  of  the  land.” 

Then  Wilton  stepped  upon  a  dry  twig,  causing  it  to  break 
with  a  loud  snap,  the  noise  of  which  attracted  the  attention 
of  the  stranger  and  made  him  turn  around. 

The  strange  man  was  Jumble! 

He  sprang  to  his  feet  in  an  instant  and  came  forward,  ex¬ 
tending  both  hands  and  saying: 

“Happy  to  meet — clever  boys— saved  from  the  wreck- 
stormy  winds — ocean  billow— awfully  sick— worse  than  Prince 
Ilanko  Panko— of  the  Sandwich  Islands— great  friend  of  mine 
—got  his  nose  ring— gave  it  to  me— as  a  keepsake — show  it  to 
you  some  day — when  we  get  home — leave  these  inhospitable 
shores— horrid  place— happy  to  meet  you  once  more— surprised 
—deuced!” 

“Flow  in  the  name  of  common  sense  did  you  get  here?" 
asked  Wilton. 

“Where  is  Dowes?” 

“And  Flash?” 

“Stop  a  bit— too  many  questions— very  confusing — worse 
than  wandering  in  a  labyrinth— as  I  did  <*ice— saved  by  Ro¬ 
man  girl— Pasqulta— awfully  pretty,  you  know — gave  me  a 
kiss— and  a  lock  of  her  hair— too  much  pomade — turned  rancid 
—kept  it,  though — as  a  reminder— got  it  in  my  trunk— show  it 
some  day— when  I  have  time — awfully  sweet— on  Jumble- 
clever  fellow— deuced!” 

“You  haven’t  told  us  where  Flash  is,”  said  Wilton,  too 
anxious  for  his  companion's  safety  to  laugh  at  Jumble’s  nar¬ 
rative. 

“That  reminds  me — of  a  conundrum— put  by  Lady  Bridget 
O'Hara — vice  regent’s  wife — of  Dublin — charming  woman— 
gave  me  a  locket— as  a  keepsake— asked  me  what  I  had  done 
— with  her  poodle— saw  I  looked  hungry — nothing  to  eat  for 
three  months — thought  I’d  eaten — the  poodle — told  her  I  didn’t 
know — she  had  a  poodle — same  way  here— didn’t  know — there 
was  a  Flash.” 

“Do  you  mean  to  say  that  you  haven’t  seen  him?” 

“Give  you  my  word  of  honor — as  a  gentleman — and  a  Jum¬ 
ble— as  I  once  remarked — Duke  of  Dorking— good  fellow,  the 
duke— have  got  a  gold  chain  of  his— gave  it  to  me— as  a  ” 

“  For  heaven's  sake,  have  you  or  have  you  not  seen  Flash  .' 
cried  Ben,  not  knowing  when  Jumble  would  stop. 

“,\o — certainly  not — haven’t  any  idea— do  have  ’em  some- 
i i : r ■  ^ where  tlx-  lad  is — good  boy,  Flash — somewhat  impetu¬ 
ous-like  the  Baron  Gout— Dutch  governor— gave  me  a  dia¬ 
mond  ring — as  a  reminder — ” 

«Hnw  long  have  you  been  ln  this  place?”  broke  in  Wilton. 

“ Fifteen  minutes  perhaps  twenty— couldn’t  swear— not 


much  idea  of  time— just  like  the  begum  of  Bundelawood— 
never  could  tell  time— had  forty  clocks — all  different— gave 
me  one  of  ’em — gold  and  ivory— studded  with  pearls— got  it  at 
home— show  it  to  you— some " 

“Never  mind  the  clock,  but  tell  me  where  Dowes  is.” 

“Alia— that  reminds  me  again— of  the  Rajah  of  Don'tgotiua- 
hurry— India— clever  rascal — upon  my  honor— presented  me 
with  two  gross  of  handkerchiefs— silk  ones,  fine  quality— ex¬ 
tra  size— made  curtains  for  whole  l  ouse  out  of  ’em— had 
enough  left  for  another — useful  man  tnat — asked  me  how 
high  the  moon  was— told  him  I  hadn't  any  idea— same  case 
here— deuced-  odd,  isn’t  it— reminds  me  also— of  the  Alderman 
Grant— of  Amsterdam — funny  fellow  Grant - " 

“The  deuce  take  the  Alderman  Grant  of  Amsterdam,”  said 
Wilton  impatiently.  “I  suppose  he  gave  you  a  keepsake, 
also;  one  of  his  old  slippers,  probably.  -  Why  in  the  name  of 
blazes  can't  you  come  to  the  point  at  once?” 

“You  don't  know  whore  Dowes  is,  do  you?”  asked  Ben. 

“No— that  is  to  say - ” 

“Where  did  you  leave  him  last?” 

“On  the  coast— deuced  inhospitable — no  natives,  no  noth¬ 
ing-poor  shipwrecked  mariners— nothing  to  eat— no  place  io 
go— no - ” 

“How  long  ago  was  this?” 

“Three  days— weary  days,  too— upon  my  honor— as  a  Jum¬ 
ble— and - ” 

“It’s  all  a  jumble,”  said  Wilton  laughing.  “How  long  is 
it  since  you  reached  land?” 

“Ten  days — or  two  weeks — can't  be  sure  about  that — had 
no  clock,  and - ” 

“Never  mind  a  long  yarn  now.  Was  it  in  this  neighbor¬ 
hood  that  you  came  ashore?” 

“Further  south — Burma,  I  guess— don’t  know— mixed  up— 
don’t  know  this  place— never  saw  it  before— only  place  on  the 
globe  where  Jumble  hasn't  been— great  traveler,  Jumble  - 
has  been  around  the  world— up  and  down - ” 

“Don’t  go  around  it  now,  but  tell  me  how  far  you  think 
you  have  traveled  since  reaching  land.  Is  it  a  hundred 
miles?” 

“All  of  that— great  traveler - ” 

“How  far  from  here  did  you  leave  Dowes?” 

“Can’t  tell— three  days  ago— might  be  twenty-five  miles - 
didn’t  measure  it— might  be - ” 

“How  did  you  miss  him?” 

“Woke  up— found  him  gone— waited  all  day — no  Dowes  - 
then  I  started  out— all  alone— got  here  this  morning- found 
a  fire— your  traps  strewn  around — knew  you’d  be  back— 
haven’t  seen  Flash— don’t  know  anything  about  him— that's 
the  truth— and  nothing  but— s’elp  me!” 

“That  is  the  straightest  story  I  ever  heard  you  tell.”  re¬ 
plied  Wilton.  “If  you’d  always  do  that  and  never  mind  your 
infernal  reminiscences,  you’d  be  quite  a  prodigy.” 

Ben  then  explained  how  they  had  left  Flash  asleep,  to  go 
over  to  the  island,  and  when  they  returned  had  found  him 
absent,  and  had  felt  no  little  alarm  at  his  long  stay. 

Wilton  reasoned,  however,  that  he  would  probably  return 
in  a  short  time,  as  he  had  undoubtedly  only  gone  a  little  way. 

They  therefore  sat  down  and  prepared  themselves  a  meal, 
Jumble  being  hungry,  and  after  that  concluded  to  await  the 
return  of  Flash  instead  of  going  to  look  for  him.  as  in  that 
case  they  might  miss  him  again. 

Jumble  entertained  them  with  the  account  of  his  and 
Dowes’  adventures  since  the  breaking  up  of  the  raft,  the  re¬ 
cital,  interspersed  as  it  was  -with  matter  altogether  foreign 
to  it,  occupying  two  or  three  hours. 

During  this  time  Flash  did  not  appear,  nor  had  lie  re¬ 
turned  when  the  gathering  shadow's  announced  that  the  sun 
was  setting,  and  that  night  would  soon  come. 

Wilton  began  to  be  alarmed,  for  he  did  not  once  think  that 
Flash  had  abandoned  them,  although  at  one  time  he  might 
have  thought  so,  but  that  some  misadventure  had  happened 
to  the  lad,  and  prevented  his  return. 

He  remembered  that  Flash  had  said  that  there  wore  no 
wild  beasts  about,  and  he  therefore  had  no  fear  upon  that 
score,  but  thought  that  the  lad  might  possibly  have  hurt  him-' 
self  in  some  way,  and  have  been  unable  to  return. 

As  the  night  drew  near  they  knew  that  nothing  could  be] 
done  until  morning,  for  to  wander  about  in  the  w’oods  would 
be  running  a  great  risk,  and  they  accordingly  agreed  that] 
they  must  wait  until  the  sun  rose,  when  they  intended  to. 
make  a  thorough  search  for  their  missing  companions. 

Two  or  three  months  previous  it  is  not  likely  that  Will  on 
would  have  troubled  his  head  about  Flash,  and  would  liovoj 
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<  rv  l  nothin?  about  his  disappearance,  but  now  the  case  was 

different.  .  -  * 

lie  hail  discovered  that  Flash  really  had  more  good  points 
than  bad,  and  these  were  beginning  to  show  themselves  above 
the  others,  and  gradually  make  the  bad  forgotten. 

Flash  had  done  him  and  Ben  many  acts  of  kindness,  his 
b  cirque,  authoritative  air  had  nearly  disappeared,  and  he  had 
shewn  himself  to  possess  many  estimable  qualities,  which, 
with  proper  training,  would  make  a  fine  man  of  him  yet,  and 

entitle  him  to  everybody’s  respect. 

ii"  was,  therefore,  not  the  Flash  of  Wilton's  first  acquaint¬ 
ance,  but  a  beloved  comrade,  and  one  whose  safety  was  a  mat¬ 
ter  of  great  moment,  and  for  whom  he  would  make  any  sacri¬ 
fice  in  order  to  see  him  back  again  safe  and  sound. 

•‘1  am  sorry*  now,  that  1  did  not.  wake  him  up  and  tell  him 
where  we  were  going,"  the  boy  said.  “Now  he  lias  gone  of 
to'  find  us  and  has  got  into  some  difficulty.  He  looked  so 
tired  that  *1  did  not  want  to  disturb  him,  but  it  would  have 
been  better  for  him  if  1  had." 

It,  would  also  have  been  decidedly  better  for  himsell  it  no 
had.  for  then  he  would  never  have  conceived  the  idea  ot  dis¬ 
turbing  the  golden  idol.  _  . 

Aft*r  supper,  the  fire*  having  been  replenished,  he  sudden  i> 
proposed  that,  they  should  go  over  to  the  cavern  again  and  see 
wha'  the  chances  were  for  removing  one  of  the  idols  eyes,  or 

at  least,  to  look  at.  it  again.  .  .  ,  .  , 

Bettor  nad  they  given  up  ail  idea  of  revisiting  it,  ana  de¬ 
voted  their  attention  to  discovering  the  whereabouts  ol  lHasli, 
and  then  getting  away  from  the  country  as  fast  as  wind  and 
tide  could  take  them. 


CHAPTER  XII. 

WHAT  T1IE  BOYS  FOUND  IN  THE  CAVERN  UPON  THEIR  SECOND  VISIT 
When  Wilton  proposed  going  to  the  cave  of  the  idol  once 
more.  Jumble  wanted  an  explanation,  and  when  it  was  given 

him,  said:  •  , 

“Good  thought,  by  Jove! — never  saw  a  gold  idol— seen  ivory 
ones — got  one  myself  at  home— present  from  the  Khan  of 
Tartary— in  consideration  of  services  rendered— funny  fellow, 
his  highness — wanted  to  give  me — an_  elephant — very  sorry— 
nothing  to  feed  him  on — except  ivory  idol  most  cannibalistic, 
too — his  own  brother — furnished  the  ivory — for  the  idol 
wouldn’t  do,  you  know— bad  influence  on  morals— had  to  de¬ 
cline  elephant— sorry— deuced!" 

The  nisht  was  dark  and  gloomy,  and  the  rushing  waters  ot 
th^  river7  shaded  by  the  overhanging  branches,  were  as  black 
as  ink,  save  in  midstream,  where  the  straggling  rays  of  the 
moon,  nearly  obscured  by  the  clouds,  played  upon  the  rippling 

waves.  .  x  . 

The  three  adventurous  companions  set  out  bravely,  anu  as 
there  were  more  oars  now  than  in  the  morning,  their  progress 
was  more  rapid  than  upon  the  occasion  of  their  first  visit. 

They  had  almost  reached  the  patch  of  light  upon  the  stream, 
when  Wilton  suddenly  ceased  rowing  and  put  up  his  hand  to 
obtain  silence. 

"What  is  that  sound?”  he  asked. 

"I  hear  nothing  unusual,”  replied  Ben,  listening  attentively. 
"I  thought  I  heard  a  boat  approaching." 

"It  is  only  the  noise  that  the  river  makes.  We  will  wait 
here  a  few  moments  so  as  to  ascertain  if  there  really  is  a  boat 
coming,  though  I  do  not  think  so.  If  there  is,  we  can  go 
back." 

Tliey  rested  on  their  oars  for  some  little  time,  but,  the  ex¬ 
pected  boat,  did  not  make  its  appeal ance,  and  \\  ilton  at.  last 
acknowledged  that  lie  might  have  been  mistaken. 

They  therefore  took  up  their  oars  again,  and,  after  ten  min¬ 
utes’  rowing  reached  the  islet  and  drew  the  boat  ashore. 

Ben  was  about  to  light  the  torches  when  Wilton  suddenly 
caught  him  by  the  arm  and  exclaimed: 

"To  the  boat!  I  hear  voices.  Some  one  is  coming.  We 
must  not  be  found  in  this  place.  The  treasure  must  belong 

to  us  alone.”  .  ,  ,  ,  ,, 

“Nonsense!"  said  Ben.  “T  hear  nothing  hut  the  rustling  of 

the  trees  upon  the  opposite  bank. 

“Don’t  you  hoar  voices?” 

“No,  indeed.  You  are.  dreadfully  nervous  to-night.  Wilt. 
There  is  nobody  in  the  neighborhood,  or  we  should  have  seen 
them  before  this." 

"Wretchpd  country."  said  Jumble:  “no  pretty  girls— no 
dark-skinned  beauties — -no  nothing  most  inhospitable  place 
nobody  coming-  willing  to  swear  it  sate  enough  to  enter 
^verv  curious  mvsell  enjoy  exploring  caves— got  lost  in  Mam¬ 
moth  Cave  once  met  pretty  girl  in  same  predicament— dark 
as  pock-t-  gave  her  a  kiss— she  didn't  mind —  tuo  dark  for  any 


one  else  to  sec  he.-got  out  at  last-gave  me  a  keepsake 
el‘WomTThead,”  said  Ben,  who  had 

taking  one  in  his  hand,  he  led  the  way,  followed  immedia 

by  Wilton,  Jumble  bringing  Up  th®  J«?r’thrftwirlK  the  light  of 

Down  the  steep  descent  they  wen  •  11 precaution 

their  torches  ahead  o!  them  and  taking  a  serious 

against  stumbling,  as  a  fall  in  such  a  pla  - 

"  if1  the  place  had  seemed  gloomy  in  the  daytime,  it) seemed 

trebly  so  at  night,  and  Wilton  could  not  l\vhieh 

dread  as  be  advanced  deeper  into  cue  Stygian  da 
the  torchlight  seemed  only  to  make  more  visit)  •_  j  „1j4r 
At  last  they  reached  the  bottom,  and,  cr°sfal  ®  ^  ... 

space  in  (he  center,  coon  stood  before  he  golden 

image  whose  precious  eyes  seemed  to  shine 
brilliancy  they  had  shone  before.  , 

Jumble  was  in  ecstasies  over  the  idol,  and  dec  hu  e 
had  never  before  seen  its  equal,  the  eyes  exceeding 
diamonds  he  had  ever  seen  or  heard  of.  tlirnnd 

Thev  stood  before  it  for  some  minutes,  and  at  la.-J  tuin 
to  go,’ their  torches  threatening  to  burn  out.  if  they  remain  i. 

Suddenly,  as  they  returned,  a  white-robed  figure  dartel 
front  of  them,  and  uttered  a  hoarse  cry.  .  . 

In  an  instant  they  could  see  lights  flashing  in  th  In  >■ 

and  hear  shouts.  ,  .  .. 

“My  heavens!  the  idolaters  have  returned,  and  we  arc  tost 
cried  Ben  in  terror,  his  feet  seeming  to  be  rooted  to  tuc  groun  -. 
Wilton,  however,  dashed  forward,  waving  his  torch  '  mlent 

and  the  figure  retreated  a  few  paces,  ...  .,  . 

“Come  on,  Ben;  don't  stand  there  staring  at  nothin^.  nt 
cried,  catching  his  chum  by  the  arm  and  hurrying  him  oi- 
NV  3- 1*  d 

The  white-robed  figure,  whom  the  boys  now  perceived  to  be 
a  man  of  stalwart  proportions,  dark-complexioned  ana  mosiij 
forbidding  aspect,  now  uttered  some  loud  words  in  an  un¬ 
known  tongue  and  attempted  once  more  to  sta>  then  i'r<yA1 °'  .' 

Wilton  struck  him  across  the  face  with  his  torch  and  almost 
literally  dragged  Ben  after  him,  the  boy  seeming  to  na\e  m.  - 

all  control  of  his  limbs.  .  .  .  . 

With  a  howl  of  rage  and  pain,  the  Brahmin,  for  such  ae  a  as, 
jumped  back  and  shouted  more  lustily  than  ever  to  Ins  com¬ 
panions,  who  were  hurrying  forward  from  many  directions. 

Jumble  had  disappeared  entirely,  having  fled  at  the  first 
alarm,  leaving  the  boys  to  face  the  enraged  idolaters  and  de¬ 
fend  themselves  as  best  they  might. 

Where  they  came  from  Wilton  could  not  tell,  but  ic  eoun. 
see  scores  of  figures  with  white  robes  and  flaring  torche-,  couk 
running  from  all  the  dark  corners  and  endeavoring  to  intei- 

cept  him.  ,  ,  .  .  .  .  . 

He  made  a  despairing  rush  for  the  entrance  by  which  he  had 
come  down,  for  lie  realized  that  to  be  caught  in  this  pH  e. 
which  he  had  deemed  abandoned,  might  he  his  deata. 

Ben  had  recovered  from  his  first  terror,  and  was  now  close  to 
his  chum’s  side,  keeping  pace  with  him,  and  bending  all 

energies  toward  escape.  . ,  ,  ,  . 

The  man  who  had  first  surprised  them,  evidently  rc«“m»mr 
not  to  be  cheated  •of  his  prey,  rushed  upon  them  once  more, 
this  time  armed  with  a  sharp,  two-edged  sword. 

“Run,  Wilt,  run,  and  leave  me  to  face  ibis  wretch,  cried 
Ben.  “You  must  escape  at  all  events,  so  as  to  warn  r  Iasi*. 

Wilton  darted  ahead  and  reached  (he  rough  stairway,  nr 
which  he  dashed  at  full  speed,  while  Ben  covered  his  rcirea; 
most,  gallantly,  keeping  the  Brahmin  at  a  distance  by  flourish¬ 
ing  Iris  flaming  torch  in  the  fellow’s  face. 

At  the  same  time  he  made  as  rapid  progress  as  lie  nv.M, 
and  had  even  reached  the  stone  steps  and  prep '.red  to  :uu  i  n. 
when  a  fragment  of  stone  turned  under  his  loot  au*l  caused 

him  to  fall  heavily.  ■  .  ' 

Before  he  could  arise,  he  was  seized  by  bait  a  dozen  of  the 
fierce  priests  and  dragged  away  to  the  dark  recessps  ol  the 
mysterious  cavern,  where  he  was  thrown  into  a  dungeon  ami 
left  to  himself. 

He  had  not  had  any  idea  that  the  cavern  was  so  large,  and 
saw  at  once  that  he  and  Wilton  had  not  nearly  explored  it  as 
well  as  they  thought. 

That  there  was  more  than  one  entrance  was  his  first  though), 
for  he  was  positive  that  so  many  persons  as  he  had  seen  could 
not  have  entered  by  (he  same  way  as  himself  without  Ins  dis¬ 
covering  them  sooner. 

Wilton’s  alarm,  then,  on  the  river  and  inter  they  had  lauded 
had  not  been  groundless,  and  lie  had  really  heard  the  sound  of 
|  rowing  am]  ot  voices,  the  men  having  probald}  enter'd  by 
,  somo  of  the  other  approaches  to  this  ylooinx  ami  dr*'ad-im  pu  * 
,  ing  temple. 
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Meanwhile,  Wilton  had  made  excellent  use  of  his  legs,  and 
though  his  torch  had  by  this  time  expired,  he  had  no  trouble 
in  finding  his  way. 

Ho  was  by  no  means  lacking  in  courage,  but  to  stay  and 
lace  a  score  or  more  of  angry  men  in  such  a  place,  and  totally 
unarmed,  would  have  been  the  height  of  folly. 

Once  free,  he  hoped  to  find  Flash  and  take  counsel  with  him 
how  to  rescue  Ben,  provided  the  latter  did  not  succeed  in 
eluding  his  pursuers,  and  in  all  events  to  learn  from  him  the 
best  means  of  leaving  the  country  as  quickly  as  possible. 

He  accordingly  made  the  best  time  he  could,  and  had  soon 
distanced  his  swift-footed  pursuers,  and  had  reached  the  upper 
air  once  more. 

He  gazed  all  about  him,  and  then,  with  a  vague  terror  at  his 
heart,  ran  down  the  rocks  to  the  water's  edge  and  looked 
around. 

The  boat  was  not  in  the  place  where  it  had  been  left. 

His  first  thought  was  that  it  had  drifted  away,  but  he  quickly 
remembered  that  it  had  been  too  securely  moored  for  that, 
and  that  some  one  must  have  taken  it  away. 

No  one  but  Jumble  could  have  done  this,  for  that  erratic  in¬ 
dividual,  ever  on  the  lookout,  for  his  own  safety  first  of  all, 
had  fled  at.  the  first,  appearance  of  the  Brahmin,  and  must  have 
undoubtedly  taken  the  boat  and  made  his  own  escape  good. 

Ip  that  case  he  might  still  be  upon  the  river,  and  would 
probably  come  to  the  boy’s  aid  if  he  called  him. 

But  no,  he  was  not  to  be  seen  anywhere  about,  and  the  poor 
lad's  heart  sank  within  him. 

There  was  nothing  to  do  but  swim  across  the  river,  an  un¬ 
dertaking  fraught  with  great  peril. 

The  rivers  of  India  and  Hindustan  were  inhabited,  as  he 
well  knewr,  by  the  dreaded  cayman,  and  though  he  had  not 
seen  any  specimens,  he  could  not  know  at  what  moment  an 
idle  log  of  wrood  might  suddenly  turn  to  be  one  of  these  wide- 
jawed  monsters  and  endeavor  to  make  a  meal  of  him. 

He  was  between  two  fires,  and  to  run  the  risk  of  swimming 
the  river  seemed  to  be  the  least  of  two  evils;  so,  glancing  be¬ 
hind  him  to  see  if  the  enemy  had  yet  arrived,  he  rushed  into 
the  water  and  was  soon  at  a  sufficient  depth  to  strike  out. 

He  had  hardly  swum  half  a  dozen  strokes,  however,  when  he 
felt  himself  seized  by  the  leg,  and  in  a  twinkling  was  dragged 
under  water. 

It  was  not  a  cayman  that  had  seized  him,  however,  but  a 
swarthy  fellow  of  almost  giant  proportions,  who  had  been 
awaiting  him,  and  had  been  hidden  in  the  water  and  screened 
from  observation  behind  a  projecting  rock. 

The  poor  lad  was  dragged  back  to  the  cave,  the  Hindus,  as 
they  appeared  to  be,  having  by  that  time  arrived  at  the  mouth, 
the  whole  affair  having  occupied  only  a  few  minutes. 

Wilton  was  taken  down  to  the  cave  again,  which  he  now  saw 
was  nearly  filled  with  devotees,  every  idol  having  lights  placed 
before  it,  the  chief  of  all,  the  golden  one,  being  in  a  perfect 
blaze  and  covered  all  over  with  garlands  of  the  most  lovely 
flowers. 

He  was  presently  thrown  into  the  same  dungeon  with  Ben, 
and  the  two  friends,  once  more  united,  were  quickly  folded  in 
a  fond  embrace,  never  doubting  that  some  terrible  fate  was  in 
store  for  them,  and  knowing  that  they  had  need  of  all  the  con¬ 
solation  that  they  could  give  each  other. 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

FLASH  RKAPPKAKS. 

Jumble  had  indeed  taken  flight  at  the  first  alarm,  and  had 
gone  off  with  the  boat,  as  Wilton  had  supposed. 

He  was  certain  that  the  two  boys  could  not  escape,  and  be¬ 
sides  that  he  had  seen  one  of  the  Hindus  come  out  of  the 
cavern  by  another  entrance  and  crouch  down  in  the  water 
ready  to  spring  upon  the  boys  when  they  came  out. 

It  was  not  entirely  for  selfish  reasons,  therefore,  that  he  took 
himself  away  so  suddenly,  though  one  would  naturally  sup¬ 
pose,  knowing  anything  about  him,  that  he  would  be  most 
likely  to  look  after  his  own  interests  first,  and  let  those  of 
others  go. 

He  knew  that  lie  could  do  nothing  at  present,  and,  although 
he  would  not  have  been  credited  with  taking  any  interest  in 
things  that  did  not  materially  concern  himself,  made  up  his 
mind  to  help  the  boys  out  of  their  troubles  as  soon  as  he  was 
able.  Intending  to  find  Flash  at  once,  and  take  counsel  with 
him. 

He  made  the  best  of  his  way  across  the  stream,  despite  the 
difficulties,  and  soon  reached  the  bank,  where  he  sprang  ashore 
and  hauled  up  the  boat,  plunging  at  once  Into  the  forest  so  as 
to  oh'-aeo  observation  should  any  one  be  looking  that.  way. 

He  made  directiy  for  the  fire,  when  what  was  his  surprise  at 


reaching  it.  to  see  a  figure  standing  in  the  full  light  of  the 
blazing  embers. 

It  was  Flash. 

“Hello,  old  Twaddle,"  the  boy  said;  “where  under  the  sun 
did  you  come  from,  and  where  are  the  boys?" 

“Bless  my  soul — quite  delighted  I'm  sure — happy  to  see  you 
once  more — heard  you  were  missing — from  the  boys — asked 
me — where  you  were — couldn't  tell  ’em — lots  of  adven¬ 
tures - ” 

“Come,  come,  none  of  your  long  yarns,  old  Twaddle,"  in¬ 
terrupted  Flash;  “where  are  the  boys?  I  missed  them  this 
morning  and  set  out  to  find  them,  got  into  a  scrape,  and  only 
just  managed  to  get  out.  We  must  leave  this  place  at  once, 
It  is  a  sacred  grove,  dedicated  to  Brahma,  and  the  priests  and 
idolaters  will  make  it  hot  for  us  if  we  stay  here.  Speak  out, 
man;  don’t  stand  there  staring  like  an  idiot,  but  speak  out. 
You  are  not  a  fool,  are  you?  Why  the  deuce  don't  you  speak?" 

The  old  Flash  had  come  back,  and  yet  not,  for  the  former 
Flash  would  not  have  interested  himself  in  the  boys’  behalf. 

"Where  are  they,  I  say?”  he  cried,  seizing  Jumble  by  the 
collar  and  shaking  him  heartily.  "Can't,  you  speak?  What 
has  happened  to  Ben  Meredith  and  Wilt.  Grosvenor?  Some¬ 
thing  has,  I  know,  by  the  idiotic  way  in  which  you  are  looking 
at.  me.” 

"Quite  right,  too — something  has — most  unfortunate  why 
didn't  I  know?— Sacred  grove — idols  and  priests — rash  youths, 
— never  forgive  myself — put  ’em  to  death — mysterious  cave — 
solemn - ” 

"What  in  thunder  are  you  talking  about?”  demanded  Flash. 

Jumble  beckoned  him  to  the  river  bank  and  then  pointed 
out  the  rocky  islet,  looking  like  a  black  spot  on  the  water. 

“See  that  island? — cave  inside — very  strange — stone  steps — 
altars  and  shrines — idols  and  idols — one  all  gold — diamond 
eyes — nice  to  have  in  the  house — chip  off  a  piece — when  out  of 
funds — boys  took  me  over — to  pay  it  a  visit — been  there  this 
morning — wanted  to  go  again — dig  out  eyes — think  no  one 
around— mistake — cavern  full — white-gowned  priests — naked 
devotees — fierce  as  the — you  know  who — had  to  run — got  to 
look  out — for  number  one — boys  got  captured — unfortunate — 
deuced! ” 

“In  the  hands  of  the  Brahmins!"  cried  Flash,  in  great 
alarm.  “Good  heavens!  they  will  be  killed,  tortured  to  death. 
Why  did  I  not  return  sooner?  I  could  have  warned  them!; 
This  place  is  accursed;  we  must  depart,  and  even  now  it  may 
be  too  late.” 

He  seemed  to  be  utterly  bowed  down  with  despair,  and  kept 
repeating  to  himself  such  sentences  as  these: 

“What  rashness!  For  a  stranger  to  enter  one  of  the  temples 
of  these  people  is  death!  Oh,  why  could  I  not  prevent  them, 
why  did  I  not  know  this  before?  My  heavens!  they  are 
doomed!  Nothing  can  save  them  now.  No,  no,  I  will  myself) 
make  the  attempt.  They  are  good  boys;  they  have  .shown  me 
myself.  I  will  save  them,  come  what  may!” 

Then  he  suddenly  caught  Jumble  by  the  arm  and  said  im¬ 
peratively: 

“Remain  here  where  you  are.  Conceal  yourself  in  yonder 
thicket,  and  don’t  stir  till  I  tell  you,  if  it  should  he  hours.  I 
am  going  to  save  those  lads  if  I  die  myself.  Don't  be  aston¬ 
ished  at  anything,  and  make  no  sound  at  your  peril,  no  matter 
what  happens.” 

He  pushed  Jumble  into  a  dense  thicket  close  at  hand,  where, 
crouched  down  close  to  the  ground,  he  could  not  possibly  be 
seen  by  any  chance  passer-by. 

Then  the  boy  himself  disappeared,  and  was  gone  nearly 
half  an  hour.  Jumble  knowing  of  his  return  only  by  hearing, 
the  boy  call  him  in  a  low  tone. 

He  looked  up,  and  for  an  instant  thought  lie  had  been  de¬ 
ceived,  so  changed  was  Flash’s  appearance. 

He  was  dressed  in  a  white  tunic,  embroidered  with  gold, 
reaching  to  his  knees;  his  ankles  were  girt  about  with  golden 
bangles,  his  feet  were  encased  in  sandals,  his  arms  were  bare 
and  covered  with  bold  chains  and  bracelets,  and  upon  his 
head  was  a  kind  of  turban  ot  white,  looped  up  with  rich  gold 
ornaments. 

Upon  the  breast  of  his  tunic  was  emblazoned  a  representa¬ 
tion  of  the  rising  sun,  worked  with  gold  thread,  the  same  em¬ 
blem  in  miniature  being  upon  his  shoulders,  and  upon  the 
strap  of  his  sandals. 

He  had  stained  his  face,  arms  and  legs  with  some  pigment, 
which  gave  his  skin  a  dark  cast,  comparing  with  his  black 
hair  and  eyes,  and  he  looked  like  a  veritable  Hindu. 

“I  am  Dhruva,  of  the  Brahmin  temple,  one  of  the  children 
of  the  rising  sun,  a  faint  ray  of  that  great,  light  which  shines 
over  all  Asia,”  said  Flash,  “and  in  this  disguise  shall  rescue 
my  friends.” 
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•Very  fine."  muttered  Jumble,  in  admiration;  “clever  boy, 
tb  it  make  his  mark — brave  as  a  lion— ought  to  know  how  to 
speak  the  language,  in  short— be  betrayed— hacked  into  ten 
thousand  pledfes— like  the  Chinese— too  bad  to  see  that — don’t 
see  how  it  can  be  helped— didn’t  think  of  that— sorry — 
deuced.” 

"1  understand  the  infernal  lingo  of  these  people."  answered 
Flash,  “though  not  well  enough  to  speak  it.  However,  I  am 
a  mute,  and  will  not  be  obliged  to  speak.  I  anticipated  all 
that,  and  shall  be  prepared  for  every  emergency.” 

Tin  a  the  lad.  so  strangely  habited  and  looking  not  at  all 
like  himself,  disappeared  among  the  trees  and  soon  reached 
the  shore. 

Taking  the  boat  from  its  place  of  concealment,  he  shoved 
it  into  the  water,  arid,  getting  in.  pushed  off.  sculling  across 
with  one  oar  rapidly  and  steadily,  keeping  a  perfectly  straight 
line  all  the  way. 

When  he  reached  flic  rocky  islet  and  stepped  upon  shore, 
two  huge  blacks,  almost  nude  and  armed  with  stout  clubs, 
sprang  up  before  him,  but  seeing  the  emblems  upon  his  tunic, 
bowed  humbly  before  him  and  slunk  away  at  an  imperious 
wave  of  his  band. 

Without  the  least  sign  of  fear,  though  he  was  terribly  ex¬ 
cited.  the  brave  boy  entered  the  dark  passage  leading  to  the 
cave,  and  in  a  few  moments  was  enveloped  in  the  very  black¬ 
est  midnight. 

He  walked  on.  however,  feeling  his  way  along  the  wall, 
and  in  a  few  minutes  the  path  grew  lighter,  and  presently 
lie  emerged  into  the  main  aisle  of  the  temple,  fairly  ablaze 
with  lights. 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

WHAT  HAPPENED  TO  FT, AS II  IN  THE  WOO0. 

Before  we  proceed  further  in  our  tale  it  will  he  necessary 
to  go  back  and  relate  what  happened  to  Flash  from  the  time 
that  the  boys  left  him  asleep  by  the  fire  until  his  meeting 
with  Jumble. 

He  continued  to  sleep  for  half  an  hour  after  the  boys  had 
departed,  and  then  awoke  and  missed  them. 

Half  an  hour  passed,  and  as  nothing  was  heard  or  seeen  of 
Ids  companions.  Flash,  who  in  the  meantime  had  partaken 
<  f  his  breakfast,  arose  and  struck  off  into  the  wood  in  the 
hope  of  meeting  or  finding  some  trace  of  them. 

lb-  had  gone  to  a  considerable  distance  without  seeing  or 
hearing  bis  companions,  when  he  suddenly  saw  a  huge  tiger 
crouching  upon  the  limb  of  a  tree,  ready  to  spring  upon  him. 

He  knew  that  the  tigers  of  India  are  terrible  creatures,  and 
that  if  this  one  were  to  attack  him  he  could  not  escape. 

With  one  bound  he  darted  away,  and  did  not  stop  until  he 
bad  gone  to  a  considerable  distance.  • 

Then  he  looked  back,  and  saw  the  tiger  still  in  the  same 
attitude  as  if  making  ready  to  pounce  upon  something. 

"  rt  is  very  strange,”  he  muttered.  “He  can’t,  be  asleep  in 
that  position,  and  yet  Ins  tail  does  not  move  as  it  would  if 
lie  were  going  to  spring." 

Then  lie  came  closer  and  closer  until  he  was  directly  under 
the  crouching  monster. 

Then  be  broke  into  a  low  laugh,  and  said  to  himself: 

‘‘That  animal  has  been  placed  there  for  some  purpose,  prob¬ 
ably  to  frighten  people  away.  Men,  seeing  a  tiger  in  that  at- 
liiii<b\  don’t  usually  stop  to  look  at  him  twice,  but  take  it 
for  granted  that  he  is  about  to  jump  down  upon  them,  never 
imagining  that  ho  is  only  stuffed,  and  stuck  up  there  to 
frighten  them.” 

Leaving  the  tiger,  he  followed  a  path  which  ho  saw,  and 
pretty  soon  beheld  another  tiger  crouching  upon  the  ground 
directly  in  Ids  way,  as  if  meaning  to  leap  upon  him. 

lie  passed  the  crouching  brute  and  slapped  it  upon  the 
head,  which  would  have  been  a  daring  thing  to  do  if  the  ani¬ 
mal  had  been  alive;  but  as  it  was  dead,  it  was  simply  nothing 
at  all. 

As  he  eontlnued  upon  his  way  he  saw  many  things  which 
lie  had  not  before  noticed,  and  which  caused  him  to  exclaim: 

“A  grove  sacred  to  Brahma,  by  George!  My  father  has 
often  told  me  of  these  things.  The  poison  tree,  the  tigers, 
these  images  In  the  woods,  these  are  symbols,  every  one  of 
them,  and  the  Brahmins  revel  in  symbols.” 

He  was  right,  for  these  people,  who  have  been  called  Idola¬ 
ters.  do  not  worship  their  idols,  but  the  things  they  represent, 
allicli  those  things  are  not  always  worthy  of  adulation. 

He  wr*nt  on  rapidly,  and  soon  the  idols  increased  in  num¬ 
ber,  and  before  long  he  saw  gilded  shrines  here  and  there 


in  the  wood,  with  now  and  then  a  kneeling  devotee  In  fiont 

of  them.  . 

He  took  care  that  these  fellows  should  not  see  him.  aim 
proceeded  more  carefully  than  before,  fully  understanding 

his  peril.  , 

In  a  few  minutes  be  heard  a  burst ’of  music  ahead  of  him* 
and,  looking  up.  saw  a  procession  of  men  and  boys  in  n*lnte 
ascending  tlie  white  marble  or  ivory  steps  of  a  small  temple, 
whose  dome  shone  like  burnished  gold. 

Making  a  detour,  lie  climbed  a  bank  at  the  rear  of  the  tem¬ 
ple  and  slipped  in  through  a  little  door  at  the  back,  conceal¬ 
ing  himself  behind  some  heavy  draperies  which  formed  part 
of  the  shrine  of  one  of  the  symbolic  deities  worshiped  by 
these  people. 

Suddenly,  without  any  previous  warning,  the- curtains  be¬ 
hind  which  he  had  concealed  himself  were  thrown  aside,  and 
he  was  revealed  to  the  astonished  assemblage. 

A  cry  of  horror  at  the  sacrilege,  as  they  deemed  it.  went 
up  from  the  lips  of  all.  and  for  an  instant  not  a  person  stined. 

This  gave  the  daring  lad  a  chance  to  escape,  and  be  im¬ 
proved  it  without,  the  slightest  hesitation. 

Bushing  from  the  place,  he  darted  through  the  little  door, 
and  sprang  down  the  bank  at  a  bound,  alighting  upon  the 
shoulders  of  a  black-robed  figure  at  the  bottom. 

The  man  and  Flash  both  rolled  to  the  ground  stunned,  but 
not  hurt,  and  in  a  moment  the  mute  seized  the  boy  by  the 
throat  with  the  intention  of  strangling  him. 

Flash  had  no  notion  of  letting  the  terrible  creature  execute 
this  cheerful  plan,  and  lie  quickly  drew  the  knife  with  which 
lie  was  armed  and  drove  it  to  the  hilt  in  the  man's  side. 

He  did  not -intend,  nor  did  he.  kill  the  man,  but  the  sharp 
pain  which  the  latter  experienced  made  him  loose  his  hold 
upon  Flash’s  throat,  and  the  lad.  without  drawing  the  knife, 
sprang  away  and  took  to  his  heels  at  once,  carrying  the 
man's  black  cloak  with  him. 

To  get  into  this  sacred  grove  and  to  get  out  again  wore 
different  matters,  for  the  place  was  now  thronged  with 
devotees,  any  one  of  whom  would  have  considered  it  his  firm 
duty  to  put  the  intruder  to  death  upon  sight. 

Considerable  caution  was  necessary  in  consequence,  and 
the  lad  waited  beneath  the  shade  of  an  immense  clump  of 
bushes  for  more  than  an  hour  before  be  dared  proceed. 

Night  was  now  beginning  to  fall,  and  he  had  less  trouble 
on  account  of  being  seen,  though  more  from  his  comparative 
ignorance  of  the  way  out. 

He  could  not  find  the  path  by  which  he  had  entered  in  the 
morning,  though  he  knew  his  hearings  tolerably  well,  and 
went  according  to  them. 

It  was  too  dark  for  him  to  find  the  tigers  which  had  fright¬ 
ened  him  before,  and  lie  was  making  up  liis  mind  that  he  was 
totally  lost,  having  got  into  a  regular  little  jungle,  from  which 
he  could  see  no  way  out.  when  be  suddenly  heard  a  hoy's 
voice  just  in  front  of  him. 

He  was  evidently  saying  over  seme  prayers  before  an  inia^e 
set  up  just  beyond  a  tire,  and  was  so  wrapped  up  in  what 
he  was  doing  that  he  did  not  notice  a  danger  wlTu-h  threat¬ 
ened  . 

A  hooded  cobra,  whose  sting  is  the  most  venomous  and 
deadly  poison  that  exists,  had  reared  its  beautiful  crest,  and 
in  a  l’ew  moments,  would  strike  the  lad  who  had  unwittingly 
disturbed  him  by  lighting  the  fire. 

With  no  thought  but  of  saving  tbe  poor  boy.  and  disregard¬ 
ing  liis  own  peril,  he  seized  his  knife,  sprang  forward,  and 
at  one  stroke  severed  the  reptile’s  head  completely  from  liis 
body. 

The  young  devotee,  aroused  from  bis  reverie  by  the  ■sound 
of  Flash  crashing  through  the  underbrush,  arose  quickly  to 
his  feet,  and  gazed  at  the  intruder  in  the  greatest  astonish¬ 
ment.  , 

“Dhruva  thanks  the  young  Howadji  for  llie  gift  of  Ids  life. 
By  the  sacred  waters  of  the  Gauges  he  will  swear  to  do  any¬ 
thing  his  preserver  asks.” 

This  was  spoken  in  Hindustani,  of  course,  but  Flash  un¬ 
derstood  enough  to  know  the  othoi,,s  meaning,  and  extending 
liis  hand  lie  said,  in  English: 

“You  can  do  me  a  service  in  getting  myself  and  two  friends 
out  of  this  country.  ’  We  have  been  wafted  here  by  the  waves, 
and  knew  not  that  we  were  invading  the  sacred  precincts  of 
the  temple." 

“Where  are  your  companions?”  asked  the  lad.  * 

“(’lose  to  the  shore  by  tbe  cove.  We  arrived  last  night,  and 
I  could  not  observe  everything  carefully,  but  there  is  a 
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poison  tree  not  far  away  in  a  hollow,  and  in  plain  sight  from 
the  camp.’* 

"I  know  the  place.  It  is  near  the  banks  of  the  river  of  fate, 
close  to  where  the  island  of  death  rises  from  the  water.  There 
are  performed  the  most  sacred  rites  which  Brahma  knows.  I 
myself  have  seen  the  idol  of  gold,  and  have  not  turned  away 
from  the  tierce  glitter  of  his  eyes.” 

"Good  heavens!”  thought  Flash,  “our  danger  is  greater  than 
I  supposed.  Heaven  grant  that  the  boys  have  not  seen  this 
golden  idol,  for  the  Brahmins  will  put  them  to  death  if  they 
are  discovered  near  it.” 

Then,  addressing  the  boy  once  more,  he  asked  to  be  con¬ 
ducted  to  where  his  friends  were,  or  at  least  to  the  camp,  for 
he  feared  the  boys  would  be  searching  for  him. 

This  the  lad  promised  to  do,  and  tne  two  at  once  set  out, 
a  few  moments  sufficing  to  show  Flash  the  right  track. 

Wheu  he  saw  that  his  companion  could  now  make  his  way 
back  without  his  assistance,  the  Hindu  boy  said: 

"I  will  remain  here  for  an  hour.  It  will  not  be  safe  to  go 
with  you  until  the  day  has  died  and  another  is  just  trembling- 
in  its  birth.” 

So  Flash  left  him  to  go  to  the  camp  of  his  companions. 

When  he  neared  the  camp  he  heard  no  sound,  though  he 
could  see  the  light  of  the  lire  quite  plainly,  and  he  wondered 
if  the  boys  were  all  asleep. 

He  advanced  and  soon  stepped  within  the  circle  of  trees 
that  surrounded  if.  but  the  boys  were  nowhere  to  be  seen. 

Thinking  that  they  might,  perhaps,  be  still  looking  for 
him,  he  resolved  to  remain  where  he  was  and  await  their  re¬ 
turn,  as  he  could  gain  nothing  by  starting  off  again  in  pursuit 
of  them. 

He  had  perhaps  been  there  half  an  hour  when  he  suddenly 
heard  a  snapping  of  branches  and  Jumble  appeared. 

He  was  as  much  astonished  at.  seeing  Jumble  as  the  latter 
was  to  meet  him,  but  the  first  thing  of  importance  was  to 
know  where  the  boys  were. 

Wheu  he  learned  of  their  danger  lie  at  once  thought  of 
Dhruva  and  determined  to  ask  his  assistance,  knowing  that 
his  friends  were  lost  if  help  were  not  sent  at  once. 

Bidding  Jumble  conceal  himself  in  the  bushes,  he  returned 
as  quickly  as  possible  to  where  he  had  left  the  boy,  and  found 
him  still  there. 

He  at  once  communicated  the  dreadful  news  of  their  perilous 
position,  and  besought  the  boy  to  save  them. 

“I  can  do  nothing  now,”  answered  the  lad.  “Their  rashness 
will  cost  them  their  lives.  They  have  entered  the  cave  of  the 
golden  idol,  and  beheld  the  most  sacred  emblems  of  our  re¬ 
ligion.  They  are  doomed,  and  no  power  on  earth  can  save 
them.” 

“Let  me  impersonate  you;  give  me  your  clothes  and  change 
the  color  of  my  skin  a  little;  the’  sea  air  has  already  made  it 
pretty  dark.” 

“Allow  an  outside  unbeliever  to  enter  the  holy  cave  of  Brah¬ 
ma  dressed  in  my  garments,  which  are  consecrated  to  all  the 
uses  of  our  religion?  Never!  I  should  be  struck  dead  in  an  in¬ 
stant.” 

“You  refuse?” 

“Yes.” 

“Then  I  must  use  force.” 

These  latter  words  were  spoken  in  Hindustani  so  that  the 
boy  should  have  fair  warning,  /  and  then  Flash  sprang  upon 
him  and  bore  him  to  the  ground,  holding  one  hand  over  his 
mouth  to  prevent  his  calling  out. 

He  was  much  stronger  than  the  Hindu  lad,  and  though  he 
did  not  hurt  him  unnecessarily,  soon  had  him  utterly  power¬ 
less  to  resist. 

Tying  his  handkerchief  over  the  boy’s  mouth,  he  stripped 
him  completely  naked,  and  then  threw  his  own  clothes  upon 
him  and  secured  him  to  a  tree  with  withes  and  creeping  vines, 
so  as  to  utterly  prevent  his  escape. 

Then  he  put  on  the  glittering  attire  of  the  young  devotee  and 
stained  his  face,  arms  and  legs  wjt.h  the  juice  of  berries  and 
earth,  so  that  in  a  few  moments  his  skin  seemed  exactly  like 
that  of  the  lad. 

Having  succeeded  so  far,  Flash  hastily  returned  and  sur¬ 
prised  Jumble  by  his  changed  appearance,  after  which  he  went 
across  the  river  in  the  boat,  as  already  recorded,  and  descended 
into  the  cave  of  the  Golden  Idol. 

He  advanced  straight  to  the  idol,  no  one  interfering,  and, 
after  bowing  before  it,  retired  to  one  side  and  stood  in  the 
throng  as  a  procession  of  young  girls  camo  forward. 

The  leader  of  this  group  attracted  Flash  strangely,  and 
brought  a  flood  of  recollections  to  his  mind,  but  before  he 
could  arrange  bis  thoughts  the  girl  had  disappeared,  and  a 
pri"  t  exclaimed  in  a  loud  voice: 


“Bring  forth  the  sacrilegious  intruders,  that  they  may  know 
their  fate!” 

A  dozen  stout  blacks  hurried  away,  and  in  a  few  moments 
returned,  to  Flash's  intense  joy,  with  the  two  boys  in  their 
midst. 

He  slid  through  the  crowd,  and  in  a  moment  managed  to 
get  near  enough  to  the  lads  to  whisper  quickly  in  Wilton’s 
ear: 

“Keep  up  your  spunk,  my  lad,  and  I’ll  get  you  out  of  this!” 

Then  he  slid  away  again,  and  when  Wilton  looked  around 
he  saw  no  one  that  he  knew,  although  he  had  recognized  the 
voice  of  Flash. 


CHAPTER  XV. 

FLASH  AND  THE  PRIESTESS. 

“Did  you  hear  that?”  whispered  Wilton  to  Ben. 

“Hear  what?” 

“What  Flash  said  to  me?” 

“Flash?”  repeated  Ben,  in  surprise.  “Where  is  he?  I  don’t 
see  him.” 

“Neither  do  I,  but  for  all  that  he  told  me  to  keep  spunk  up, 
and  that  he  would  get  us  out  of  this.” 

“Then  if  he  says  so,  he  will  do  it.” 

The  boys  had  no  opportunity  to  say  more,  being/led  in  front 
of  the  high  priest,  who  rehearsed  their  crimes,  and  asked 
what  sentence  should  be  passed,  upon  them. 

They  had  invaded  the  holy  precincts  of  the  sacred  cave  of 
Brahma;  they  had  struck  a  priest;  they  had  attempted  to 
mutilate  the  idol,  and  they  were  outside  barbarians,  the  sum 
of  which  crimes  was  sufficient  to  condemn  them  to  death. 

It  was  finally  decided  that  they  should  be  immured  in  the 
reeking  dungeons  directly  under  the  golden  idol,  but  that  be¬ 
fore  being  placed  there  they  should  be  given  into  the  custody 
of  one  of  the  terrible  black-robed  mutes,  to  be  slowly  tortured 
for  a  day. 

When  this  was  made  known,  one  of  these  ominous-looking 
creatures  suddenly  rushed  forward  and,  seizing  one  hand  of 
each  of  the  two  boys,  dragged  them  away,  uttering  some  unin¬ 
telligible  words. 

That  is,  they  were  unintelligible  to  the  priests  and  devotees, 
but  the  boys  understood  them  perfectly,  and  were  greatly 
cheered  thereby,  the  words  being  these: 

“Cheer  up,  my  lads!  I  have  come  to  save  you,  and  will  do 
it,  if  I  Jose  my  own  life.” 

It  was  Flash  that,  had  spoken,  and  Wilton  could  hardiy  sup¬ 
press  a  cry  of  joy  from  rising  to  his  lips. 

Flash  hurried  them  away  swiftly,  saying  as  he  passed 
through  the  group  of  priestesses  on  the  edge  of  the  throng: 

“I  have  my  own  work  to  do  also,  and  as  my  name  is  Flash 
Bruff  I  will  do  it.” 

Then  he  swept  around  to  the  dungeon,  where  the  boys  had 
previously  been  confined,  Wilton  noticing  that  the  chief 
priestess,  a  most  beautiful  girl,  looking  unlike  any  of  hex- 
companions,  seemed  greatly  agitated  by  what  Flash  had  said. 

When  they  were  in  the  dungeon,  and  entirely  safe  from  ob¬ 
servation  or  from  being  overheard,  Flash  threw  aside  his 
black  cloak,  and  exclaimed; 

“Thank  heavens!  I  have  found  you  boys  at  last,  and  will 
save  you.” 

“How  did  you  know  we  were  here?”  asked  Wilton. 

Flash  related  the  meeting  with  Jumble,  and  how  he  had  ob¬ 
tained  the  dress  he  wore,  the  boys  listening  to  the  recital  with 
eager  interest. 

“Did  you  notice  that  the  beautiful  priestess  seemed  to  un¬ 
derstand  your  words,  and  changed  color  as  you  uttered  them?” 
asked  Wilton. 

“I  did,  and  I  meant  that  she  should  hear  them.  More  than 
that,  she  knows  what  I  said,  and  who  I  am.” 

“Then  we  are  lost.” 

“Not  so,  for  that  priestess  is  none  other  than - ” 

“Your  sister?” 

“Yes.” 

“And  it  was  to  rescue  her  that  your  father  made  his  last 
voyage?” 

“It  was,  and  our  meeting  with  the  blood-stained  captain  of 
the  Avenger  was  more  advantageous  than  I  at  first  thought  it 
would  be.” 

“You  discovered  the  secret  of  your  sister’s  whereabouts  in 
that  jewelry  box?” 

“Yes.  The  pii-ate,  formerly  an  honest  man,  had  conceived  a 
grudge  against  my  father,  and  it  was  he  who  set  adrift  the1 
boat  containing  the  little  Annie. 

“He  rescued  the  child  from  death  only  to  make  her  informed 
of  her  parentage,  the  hatred  he  bore  for  Captain  Bruff,  and  his  I 
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intention  of  making  her  father's  heart  bleed  by  bringing  her 
up  as  a  pirate. 

"The  casket  contains  t lie  whole  account  of  my  poor  sister’s 
life,  and  from  it  1  became  acquainted  with  the  fact  that  she 
was  a  priestess  of  Brahma,  though  where  located  1  could  not 
tell,  the  pirate  not  having  written  this  down,  though  lie  evi¬ 
dently  knew. 

"1  discovered  that  she  knew  my  father's  name  and  mine,  but 
had  been  told  that  we  were  both  dead,  so  that  she  should  give 
up  all  hope  of  ever  being  rescued  by  us,  the  pirate  being  the 
only  man  who  knew  of  her  being  alive. 

“She  will  come  to  me  before  we  go  away,  I  am  positive,  and 
wheh  we  get  ont  of  this  place  we  will  all  make  our  way  in  the 
boat  to  some  point  where  we  can  take  a  ship  for  home," 

“Won’t  the  cave  be  guarded  all  night?"  asked  Wilton. 

“No;  alter  midnight  there  will  be  an  opportunity  for  us  to 
escape." 

“Then  we  must  lose  no  time,  for  if  your  complicity  is  dis¬ 
covered  your  life  will  be  forfeited.  You  have  already  taken 
great  risks." 

"i  am  willing  to  take  more.  Sh!  Silence,  for  some  one  is 
approaching." 

The  boys  retired  to  a  corner  of  the  dungeon,  and  Flash 
stepped  outside  to  see  who  the  intruder  was. 

it  was  tlrg  beautiful  priestess,  and  when  she  saw  Flash  she 
threw  her  arms  around  his  neck,  saying: 

"You  are  my  brother  Flash!  You  have  come  to  take  me 
away  trom  this  terrible  place?" 

"Yes,  when  I  have  rescued  my  friends.  You  can  help  me.” 

‘‘I  can  and  will,  but  you  must  depart  at  -nee.  That  is  what 
I  have  come  to  tell  you.  The  priest  who  was  struck  with  the 
torch  is  high  in  authority,  and  swears  to  kill  the  boys  him¬ 
self." 

"Then  we  must  fly  upon  the  instant." 

"Here  are  two  cloaks  for  your  companions,"  said  Alice.  "I 
have  one  for  myself.  Enveloped  in  these  no  one  will  dare  stop 
us,  should  we  be  seen,  for  we  will  seem  to  be  the  messengers 
of  death!” 

"Good!  Give  me  the  cloaks;  I  will  rejoin  you  in  a  moment." 

Presently  he  returned  and  the  four  were  about  setting  out, 
when  a  hurried  step  was  heard  along  the  passage,  and  in 
another  instant  the  insulted  priest  appeared,  his  face  inflamed 
with  passion. 


CHAPTER  XVI. 

AGAIN  ON  THE  OCEAN. 

The  enraged  priest  held  a  dagger  in  his  hand,  and  as  he  ad¬ 
vanced  rapidly  he  said  to  Flash: 

“Rash  intruder,  your  life  will  pay  the  forfeit  of  your  sacri¬ 
lege.  !  have  discovered  your  treachery  to  Dhruva,  and  you 
must  die!  " 

The  boy  had  escaped  then,  it  appeared,  and  all  Flash's  plans 
would  avail  nothing. 

"Stand  aside!"  cried  Flash,  drawing  his  own  weapon. 

“Never!  Dhruva  has  gone  for  assistance,  and  will  presently 
arrive  with  a  hundred  Thugs  at  his  back.  You  are  all 
doomed!” 

"There  is  but  one  thing  to  do,"  said  Flash,  with  fierce  deter¬ 
mination.  "It  is  one  life  or  four,  this  miserable  bigot  or  all  of 
us." 

Then,  dashing  aside  his  cloak,  he  rushed  impetuously  upon 
tlie  frantic  priest,  and  drove  his  dagger  to  the  very  hilt  in  his 
opponent's  breast. 

The  priest  fell  without  a  groan,  and  lay  absolutely  motion¬ 
less,  Flash  carefully  sheathing  his  own  dagger,  and  then  catch¬ 
ing  Alice  in  his  arms,  leaned  over  the  dead  body  and  hurried 
swiftly  away. 

Wilton  and  Ben  followed  with  equal  rapidity,  and  in  a  few 
moments  they  all  reached  the  cave  of  the  golden  idol. 

A  single  torch  was  stuck  in  a  crevice  of  rock  near  the  idol, 
and  this  Flash  was  about 'to  seize  when  a  figure  leaped  down 
from  th(>  pedestal  of  black  granite  and  stood  before  him. 

In  an  instant  Flash  would  have  struck  the  man  dead,  but 
a  warning  voice  stopped  him. 

“Have  a  care.  Master  Flash,"  said  the  voice.  “It’s  me.  Jim 
Droves. " 

“Have  you  seen  JumbleY" 

“Yes.  Him  and  me  caugnt  the  young  fellow  that  you'd 
dressed  up  in  your  clothes,  and  stopped  him  from  giving  an 
alarm." 

“You  did  not  kill  him?”  asked  Flash,  taking  the  torch  and 
hurrying  toward  the  exit. 

“No,  only  took  his  duds  from  him.  The  man  what  released 
ldm  got  into  the  cave.  He  may  be  upou  us  any  minute.” 


“No.  ho  won't.  I  settled  him.  You  have  the  boat  in  readi¬ 
ness  V” 

"Vos.  and  wo  must  dear  away  as  soon  as  wo  can.  It  was 
only  by  aceidi  n!  that  I  found  Jumble.  1I<'  told  mo  that  you 
were  down  hero." 

"Where  have  you  loft  I  lie  boy?" 

“In  the  woods  tied  to  a  tree." 

They  had  by  this  time  readied  the  outside,  and  another 
stop  brought  Hum  to  the  boat,  whore  Jumble  was  waiting 

for  them.  ■ 

"You  have  got  Alice  with  you.  as  1  live."  said  Howes.  “I'm 
deuced  glad  of  if.  Hoist  up  the  sail,  old  Twaddle,  there's  a 
bully  breeze  coming  up.  and  if  we  don't  get  out  of  here  in  a 
jiffy  call  me  a  lubber.” 

Jumble  had  no  time  to  get  off  any  long  speeches,  for  Flash 
cut  him  short  as  soon  ns  he  began,  and  tin*  two  got  up  the 
sail.  Howes  pushing  off  and  jumping  in  as  it  caught  the 
breeze. 

The  old  sailor  took  the  helm,  and  away  glided  the  boat, 
headed  for  the  mouth  of  the  river,  and  leaving  the  island  of 
death,  now  literally  that.  1‘aV  behind. 

They  soon  reached  the  outside,  and  Flash  said: 

"I  took  this  for  a  cove  the  other  night  when  the  wind  blew 
so  hard.  Had  I  suspected  the  nature  of  the  place  I  would 
never  have  come  into  it." 

“Not  even  to  rescue  me?”  asked  Alice. 

“I  did  not  know  you  were  here.  My“  plan  was  to  apply  to 
the  British  government,  make  inquiries,  and  then  demand 
your  release.” 

When  morning  broke  the  river  of  fate  was  far  away,  and 
I  ho  coast  was  a  dim  line  in  the  distance:  Howes  running  his 
course  by  a  small  compass  which  Flash  had  provided  him¬ 
self  with  when  he  took  the  boat  from  the  pirate  vessel,  going 
also  by  his  knowledge  of  the  contour  of  the  coast. 

They  had  plenty  of  provisions,  water  and  clothing  aboard: 
Flash  making  a  change  from  his  barbaric  splendor  to  every¬ 
day  attire,  and  throwing  the  former  overboard  during  the 
night,  jewels  and  all. 

Nothing  of  interest  occurred  during  the  run  to  Ceylon, 
which  was  made  in*  safety,  the  weather  being  fimvall  the  way. 
very  fortunately,  and  the  provisions  and  water  lasting  until 
they  made  land. 

When  the  party  reached  the  island,  they  stopped  at  one  of 
the  principal  ports,  giving  out  that  they  were  a  party  of  ship¬ 
wrecked  passengers  in  search  of  a  vessel. 

They  put  up  at  a  hotel.  Alice  being  provided  with  suitable 
raiment,  and  then  Flash  went  to  the  British  consul's  office 
and  laid  the  whole  case  before  him.  requesting,  however,  that 
the  matter  bo  kept  private. 

“You  have  done  nothing  tku-  which  the  Hindus  have  cause 
for  complaint."  said  the  gentleman,  "for  you  went  there  un¬ 
willingly.  and.  being  in  danger  of  your  lives,  acted  as  any  one 
would.  Those  bigoted  Brahmins  had  no  right  to  sacrifice  a 
citizen  of  the  Foiled  Slates  any  mori  titan  an  Englishman, 
though  they  are  very  high-handed  in  such  things." 

“There  would  have  been  no  chance  to  appeal  to  your  gov¬ 
ernment  for  protection."  said  Flash,  “for  my  companions  were 
doomed  to  die  upon  the  very  next  day." 

“And  these  diamond  eyes  you  speak  of— a  marvelous  tab* 
that,  and  one  I  would  scarcely  have  credited— they  were  not 
removed?" 

"Not  to  my  certain  knowledge.  Neither  of  us  boys  took 
them;  and  as  to  the  men,  they  were  sufficiently  aware  of  the 
great  danger  attached  to  such  an  undertaking  to  be  deterred 
from  the  attempt.” 

"\ou  must  ascertain  beyond  a  doubt  whether  they  were 
taken;  for  it  they  were,  I  would  have  hard  work  to  save  your 
lives,  even  if  the  jewels  should  be  returned." 

“I  am  positive  that  none  of  our  party  have  them,  for  there 
was  no  time,  even  if  we  had  been  inclined  to  take  them.  1 
have  been  in  these  parts  before,  and  I  warned  my  friends  of 
tlie  character  of  the  natives." 

Flash  told  his  companions  what  he  had  heard,  and  asked 
the  boys  if  they  knew  anything  about  the  diamonds  of  the 
golden  idol,  receiving  an  answer  in  tlie  negative. 

Jumble  denied  all  knowledge  of  the  stones,  and  Howes  was 
not  asked,  not  being  present  at  that  moment.  Flash  presum¬ 
ing,  at  any  rate,  that  he  would  not  be  so  foolish  as  to  take 
away  such  valuable  treasure. 

It  was  a  week  before  a  vessel  put  into  the  harbor  and  it 
would  lie  several  days  before  she  would  leave  again  so  tint 
the  party  had  still  considerable  time  on  their  hands 

Flash  was  staudlug  iu  front  of  the  hotel  one  ewuim  at 


THE  COLD  EX  IDOL. 


ir 


twilight.  wIhmi  ho  saw  a  man  costumed  in  tlio  loose,  flowing 
robes  «n  t ho  natives  of  Hindustan  enter  the  house. 

A  alamo  at  the  man's  face  brought  the  color  into  his  own, 
and  caused  him  to  tremble  violently. 

lie  had  recognized  in  the  stranger  one  of  the  devotees  of 
the  cave  of  the  golden  idol,  and  realized  that  already  had  the 
chase  begun. 

lie  quickly  went  inside  and  told  the  hoys  what  he  had  seen, 
cautioning  them  not  to  he  unarmed,  and  to  beware  of  dark 
corners  and  passages. 

While  he  was  giving  them  this  warning,  Howes,  Jumble 
and  two  English  sailors  were  sitting  around  a  table  in  Howes' 
room  smoking  and  chatting. 

There  was  a  fanlight  over  the  door,  which  was  opened  to 
admit  air.  and  the  light  on  the  table  was  shaded,  so  that  the 
door  and  nearly  half  of  the  room  was  in  obscurity. 

Howes  had  something  in  his  hand  which  he  was  showing 
to  the  others,  and  expatiating  upon  its  beauty. 

"Just  look  at  those  colors.”  he  said;  “did  you  ever  see  such 
a  flashing?  Why.  1  tell  you  that  stone  is  worth  more  titan 
the  groat  Koh-i-noor  that  we've  heard  tell  so  much  about.” 

"If  if  is  a  real  diamond.”  said  one  of  the  sailors,  “it's 
worth  a  million.” 

“Real!"  laughed  Howes.  “Of  course  it's  real,  and  if  the 
owners  knew  I  had  it,  my  life  wouldn't  lie  worth  a  bad 
cent." 

Over  the  door,  in  the  deep  shadow'  cast  by  the  shaded  lamp, 
appeared  the  swarthy  face  of  a  man,  a  Bralnnin,  his  eyes 
flashing  and  his  whole  countenance  showing  terrible  emotions. 

He  sees  the  diamond  and  smiles  in  a  cold,  cruel  manner, 
and  then  disappears. 

"I  must  go  and  see  Howes  again.”  murmured  Flash,  late 
that  evening,  "and  ask  him  about  these  diamonds.  That  spy 
may  lie  on  the  track  of  them.  They  must  have  been  stolen, 
for  otherwise  lie  would  not  leave  his  country.” 

Filled  with  this  idea,  lie  left  his  room  and  hurried  along 
the  passage  toward  the  apartment  occupied  by  the  old  sailor, 
when  In'  suddenly  met  Jumble. 

“Where  is  Howes?"  he  asked. 

“Ju.sv  left  him— in  his  room— drunk  as  a  lord— sociable  fel¬ 
low.  that— rather  foolish,  though — showed  a  diamond— big  as 
a  bird's  egg— shine  like  tire— very  rash— not  like  me-r-oitight 
to  \ave  kept  it  dark— not  even  tell  his  mother-in-law — that  re¬ 
minds  me  of  the  mother - ” 

“Confound  you,  shut  up!”  cried  Flash,  pushing  Jumble 
aside,  "do  you  know  that  the  man  is  in  danger  of  his  life,  that 
a  Brail  min  is  here  in  this  hotel  looking  for  that  diamond?” 

The  instant  he  hud  heard  the  stone  mentioned  Flash  guessed 
the  Brahmin's  errand,  and  knew  that  he  would  not  rest  until 
it  was  found. 

To  warn  Howes  was  therefore  his  imperative  duty,  and 
pushing  the  chattering  eccentric  rudely  aside,  he  rushed  to 
the  room  occupied  by  the  seaman,  and  .tjirew  wide  open  the 
door.  , 

A  horrible  sight  met  liis  gaze. 

Howes  lay  across  the  table,  his  head  hanging  down,  his 
feet  doubled  under  him.  and  his  arms  dropping  limp  and  life- 
loss  from  flu*  shoulders,  the  very  attitude  showing  at  once 
what  had  happened. 

The  man  was  dead,  a  knife  wound  in  the  breast  showing 
how  he  had  ended  his  life. 

The  warning  had  come  too  late. 

There  was  no  doubting  the  hand  that  had  struck  the  fatal 
blow,  for  file  man's  face  and  skin  had  already  become  dis¬ 
colored  from  the  presence  of  a  malignant  poison. 

Ho  called  Jumble,  who  was  too  much  horrified  at  the  sight 
to  indulge  in  his  usual  circumlocution,  and  together  they 
placed  the  dead  body  upon  the  bed,  straightened  out  the  limbs 
and  covered  the  face  with  a  wet  towel,  Flash  then  bidding 
Jumble  await  his  return,  while  he  summoned  a  physician. 

When  Flash  entered  with  the  surgeon.  Jumble  was  sitting 
by  the  h  d.  apparently  engaged  in  thought,  and  had  to  he 
spoken  to  several  times  before  he  could  be  aroused. 

The  surgeon  made  a  minute  examination  of  the  body,  and 
then  ked  Jumble  how  long  it  was  since  lie  had  seen  the 
man  alive. 

Jiimh'e.  n  his  own  way.  replied  that  it  was  upward  of 
an  b  u  r.  perhaps  fully  two  hours. 

"1  -In. eld  judge  that  he  has  been  dead  an  hour  at  least.” 
said  the  surgeon.  “You  had  better  look  up  the  men  who 
wei  e  lb-  ci  mpaiiions  this  ('Veiling,’'  In*  continued,  speaking  to 
I  'a-ii.  “Tiit  i'i*  must  h  ive  hern  a  motive  here,  of  course,  and 
the  -  *  i i .  . .  :  , ; , y  he  traced  to  some  one  who  was  with  him.” 

-  “i  know  the  motive,”  answered  Flash  gravely,  "unci  the 


criminal  also";  and  then  he  related  briefly  the  story  of  the 
diamond,  and  of  having  seen  the  Brahmin  shortly  before  the 
time  that  tin*  murder  must  have  taken  place. 

Both  Flash  and  tin*  surgeon  presumed  that  the  jewel  had 
been  recovered  by  the  assassin,  and  great  would  have  been 
their  surprise  had  they  known  that  the  rattle-brained  idiot 
witli  them— for  so  the  surgeon  regarded  Jumble  was  in  pos¬ 
session  of  tin*  stolen  gem  at  that  very  instant. 

To  do  justice  to  Jumble,  lie  had  not  taken  it  from  Howes 
for  tin*  purpose  of  stealing  it,  for.  adventurer  as  he  was,  he 
was  no  thief,  but  he  had  taken  it  in  order  that  some  real 
thief  might  not  get  it  away  from  him. 

He  had  not  seen  that  evil  face  peering  in  at  them  over  the 
door,  nor  tin*  man  in  loose-fitting  garments,  for  if  he  had  he 
would  have  taken  the  alarm  at  once. 

When  he  heard  from  Flash  that  this  man  was  about  he  felt 
particularly  nervous,  for  he  knew  not  at  what  time  his  own 
life  might  lie  sacrificed  when  the  Brahmin  should  discover  the 
trick  that  had  been  played  on  him. 

To  go  back  a  little,  we  will  explain  that  after  Howes  line 
shown  the  jewel  to  his  companions  he  had  wrapped  it  up  in  a 
white  handkerchief  and  placed  if  in  his  breast,  where  it  re¬ 
mained  until  aft</r  every  one  hut  Jumble  nad  retired. 

The  latter  then  took  a  glass  knob  wrenched  from  a  closet 
door,  and,  wrapping  it  in  a 'white  handkerchief,  had  substi¬ 
tuted  it  for  the  real  gem,  Howes  being  too  drunk  to  notice 
the  change. 

Fortunately  for  him.  no  one  saw  him.  and  he  left  Howes 
and  went  for  a  short  stroll  around  the  town,  returning  at  the 
time  that  Flash  was  on  his  way  to  the  seaman's  room. 

More  than  likely  mere  had  been  a  struggle,  and  the  Brah¬ 
min  had  killed  Howes  and  then  taken  the  handkerchief  from 
his  bosom,  for  Jumble  had  ascertained  that  it  was  missing 
when  left  alone  with  the  body. 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 

AX  UNAVAILING  SEARCH. 

Mr.  Arthur  Jumble  was  not  usually  a  light  sleeper,  but 
upon  this  eventful  night  he  might  have  been  awakened  by  a 
mouse  running  across  the  floor. 

And  yet  to  see  him  lying  there,  perfectly  still  and  motion¬ 
less,  his  breathing  soft  and  regular,  and  not  a  muscle  of  his 
face  stirring,  one  would  have  supposed  him  one  of  the  famous 
Seven  Sleepers,  not  to  be  awakened  by  the  movements  of  a 
man  in  his  room. 

This  man  was  nearly  naked,  was  lithe  and  sinewy,  with 
nerves  of  steel,  a  wiry  frame,  no  superfluous  flesh,  keen  of 
sight  and  hearing,  and  as  active  as  a  leopard. 

In  the  first  place  lie  entered  by  the  window,  which  lie 
shoved  up  with  scarcely  any  noise,  leaving  it  open,  and  then 
dropping  upon  his  face  on  the  floor,  began  quickly  making 
the  circuit  of  the  room,  examining  Mr.  Jumble's  clothing,  the 
closets,  cupboards  and  chest  of  drawers,  looking  into  tlu 
water  jug.  in  tin*  fancy  vase  on  the  mantel,  in  Jumble's 
hoots,  and.  in  fact,  everywhere. 

For  two  hours  he  kept  it  up,  and  then  the  day  began  to 
show  signs  of  breaking,  the  faint  sounds  of  the*  approaching 
morn,  being  already  heard,  and  tlu*  east  beginning  to  light  up. 

With  an  expression  of  deep  disappointment  upon  his 
swarthy  face,  the  man  finally  departed,  leaving  the  room  in 
exactly  the  same  condition  as  he  had  found  it.  closing  the 
window  behind  him,  and  dropping  lightly  to  the  ground. 

Jumble  was  not  particularly  late  to  breakfast  that  morn¬ 
ing,  nor  did  he  appear  to  be  at  all  sleepy,  or  at  least  not 
enough  so  to  attract  any  particular  attention. 

The  affair  of  the  murder  lead  produced  considerable  excite¬ 
ment.  and  (lie  consul  had  already  examined  several  witnesses, 
and  taken  the  deposition  of  Flash  and  his  friends,  and  also  of 
the  sailors  who  had  been  with  Howes  the  evening  previous, 
being  prepared  to  hold  them  if  the  evidence  showed  that  they 
might  have  committed  the  crime. 

“We  must  leave  this  place  at  once.  There  is  now  a  ship  in 
port  hound  for  England.  I  fear  that  Alice  may  he  abducted, 
being  a  priestess,  or  perhaps  worse  than  that,  she  may  be 
murdered.”  said  Flash. 

"Not  while  1  am  here."  answered  Wilton  proudly.  "I  will 
defend  her  with  my  life." 

"1  know  if.  Wilt,  and  1  thank  you  for  those  words."  said 
Flash,  who  was  fully  aware  of  a  certain  intimacy  which 
had  sprung  up  between  Ids  beloved  sister  and  WMton.  “hut 
it  is  best  to  fake  no  risks.  We  must  depart  immediately. 

The  lad  then  went  and  arranged  that  he  and  his  eo;upan 
ions  should  go  on  board  a  ship  that  very  nigin  ;i * . :  1  i  email 
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there  until  she  should  sail,  which  would  he  in  the  course  of 
two  or  three  days. 

Some  fishermen  who  came  in  the  next  clay  reported  that  a 
pirate  vessel  was  about,  waiting  to  fall  upon  any  defenseless 
merchantman  that  might  come  along,  but  the  English  captain 
was  by  no  means  frightened,  and  after  getting  a  few  extra 
men,  set  sail. 

There  were  two  or  three  Lascars  aboard,  good  fellows  to 
work,  but  utterly  useless  in  time  of  peril,  and  Flash  warned 
the  captain  against  them,  though  it  was  not  until  the  land  had 
faded  from  sight  that  he  recognized  one  of  these  fellows  as 
the  Brahmin  priest  carefully  disguised. 

“What  does  this  mean?”  he  said  to  himself,  in  terror.  “Will 
the  curse  of  the  golden  idol  always  follow  us?  What  new 
danger  threatens?” 


“That  man’s  presence  here  means  mischief,”  thought  the 
boy.  “I  must  watclf  him,  and,  if  possible,  prevent  him  from 
doing  any  harm.  Can  that  diamond  be  aboard?  If  so,  we 
are  lost.” 

He  did  not  see  Jumble  anywhere  about,  that  individual  tak¬ 
ing  particular  pains  to  keep  out  of  sight  until  they  should  be 
so  far  away  from  the  island  that  he  need  have  nothing  to 
fear  from  the  Indian. 


He  had  not  seen  the  Lascar,  and,  therefore,  was  not  aware 
that  he  had  not  escaped  as  easily  as  he  presumed  he  had.  The 
probabilities  are  that  had  he  done  so,  his  congratulations  upon 
his  adroitness  and  cunning  would  have  suddenly  ceased. 

Flash  was  in  a  quandary  and,  for  the  first  time,  was  really 
nonplussed,  and  did  not  know  which  way  to  turn. 

If  he  complained  to  the  captain,  and  asked  him  to  put  the 
supposed  Lascar  in  irons,  the  master  would  want  to  know  the 
reason,  and,  if  he  related  the  whole  story  of  the  diamond  and 
his  suspicions  that  Jumble  possessed  it,  the  captain  would 
doubtless  say  that  it  was  Jumble’s  own  affair  and  he  must 
take  his  own  chances. 

While  he  was  meditating  what  to  do,  and  undecided  whether 
the  Indian  was  working  against  Alice  or  to  secure  the  jewel, 
he  saw  Wilton  and  his  sister  advancing  toward  him. 

He  determined  to  ask  the  boy’s  advice  upon  the  subject, 
knowing  that  two  heads  are  better  than  one,  and  he  had  taken 
a  step  forward  when  he  suddenly  paused,  thrilled  to  his  very 
soul  by  the  sight  before  him. 

The  Lascar  was  on  deck  coiling  up  some  halyards  and 
throwing  them  over  a  pin  at  the  moment  that  Wilton  and 
Alice  passed  him. 

He  turned  and  looked  the  poor  girl  full  in  the  face,  mutter¬ 
ing  some  words  which  caused  her  to  turn  as  pale  as  death 
itself. 

She  clung  frantically  to  Wilton,  w'ho  with  clenched  fists 
stood  with  a  look  of  defiance  upon  his  handsome  face,  directly 
in  front  of  the  swarthy  priest. 

The  latter  said  something  in  the  Hindu  tongue  to  Alice, 
though  what  it  was  Flash  did  not  fully  make  out,  more  than 
it  seemed  to  reassure  her,  tor  she  smiled  and  drew  Wilton 
away,  her  terror  nearly  dispelled  and  the  color  returning  to 
her  pale  cheeks. 

The  little  scene  had  not  occupied  more  than  a  minute, 
though  it  seemed  an  hour  to  Flash,  and  when  it  was  over,  he 
hurried  forward  and  caught  his  sister  in  his  arms,  saying  in  a 
hoarse  whisper: 

“Fear  not,  my  dear  sister.  If  that  villain  so  much  as  looks 
at  you  again  I’ll  have  his  life.  What  said  he?” 

“I  recognized  him  as  one  of  the  priests,  and  he  upbraided 
me  with  having  abandoned  the  true  faith,  and  bade  me  be¬ 
ware  of  the  vengeance  of  the  gods.  I  was  terrified,  and  then 
he  assured  me,  in  the  most  solemn  manner,  that  nothing 
should  harm  me,  that  even  he  would  protect  my  life  at  the 
cost  of  his  own.” 


“That  much  is  good,”  said  Flash,  “for  when  one  of  those 
fellows  takes  an  oath  he  keeps  it.  But  this  is  not  all  he  said?” 

“No.  He  said  that  one  of  the  eyes  of  the  golden  idol  had 
been  stolen;  that  he  had  sworn  to  recover  it,  and  that  task 
was  before  all  others.  He  conjured  me  to  aid  him  by  every 
means  in  my  power,  for  upon  that  depended  my  safety  and  my 
life.”- 

“The  villain!”  muttered  Wilton;  “he  promised  that  no  harm 
should  befall  you,  and  then  made  conditions.” 

“I  know  nothing  of  this  diamond,”  said  Alice,  “and  did  not 
know  it  had  been  stolen.  I  should  not  dare  to  look  upon  it 
now.  Tou  have  not  got  it.  Flash,  dear?” 

"Heaven  forbid!  My  life  is  not  insured.  It  was  for  that 
that  Dowes  was  killed,  and  in  vain,  for  evidently  the  thing  is 
still  missing.” 

Ben  came  up  at  this  moment,  and  Flash  asked  him  about 


the  jewel,  but  the  boy  knew  even  less  about  it  than  the  others, 
and  had  not  imagined  the  Brahmin  on  board  the  ship. 

“I’ll  bet  that  Jumble  knows  something  about  it,”  he  said,  in 
conclusion. 

“He  told  me  he  did  not  have  it,”  said  Flash.  “I  asked  him 
when  I  first  saw  this  fellow  in  Ceylon.”  ,  „ 

“Mr.  Jumble’s  code  of  morals  is  not  as  strict  as  this  man  s, 
said  Wilton,  with  a  smile,  “and  I  am  almost  certain  that  he 
would  lie  if  asked  about  this  stone.  He  knows  the  danger 
which  attends  its  possession  as  well  or  even  better  than  we 
do.” 

“Where  is  he?”  asked  Flash;  but  no  one  had  seen  the  eccen¬ 
tric,  though  Ben  said  he  thought  he  was  sick. 

He  remained  out  of  sight  all  that  day  and  nearly  all  the 
next,  and  Flash  was  beginning  to  become  alarmed  about  him, 
when  he  suddenly  appeared  along  toward  evening. 

“Look  here,  Jumble,”  said  Flash,  suddenly,  “where  is  the 
diamond  eve  stolen  by  Dowes  from  the  golden  idol?" 

Jumble  did  not  start,  as  was  expected,  but  fixing  his  fishy 
eyes  upon  the  questioner,  he. assumed  a  beaming  semi-idiotic 
smile,  and  replied: 

“Funny  idea  that — makes  me  think — of  Billy  Bustemup  the 
nigger  minstrel — middle-man  asked  him — big  fellow  with  kid 
gloves,  to  hide  the  dirt  on  liis  hands — if  he  could  tell  what  he 
was  born  for — Billy  giggled — said  he  really — didn’t  know- 
laughter — next  song — by  the  first  tenor — ‘Sweet  Little  Maggie 
■very  nice  and- 


“Have  you  got  that  diamond?”  asked  Flash. 
“No — ’pon  my  lion- 


“That  settles  it.  If  you  haven’t  got  it,  do  you  know  where  it 


is?’ 


“Deuced  clever  fellow  that,”  said  Jumble,  turning  to  Wilton; 
“make  a  good  lawyer — on  cross-examination — good  man  to 
badger- 


“Will  you  answer  my  question?”  said  Flash  sternly. 

“Don’t  know — am  somewhat  in  doubt — of  your  right — to  be 
so  severe  in  this  matter — rather  impudent.  I  take  it — too  many 
airs — quite  the  martinet,  as  formerly — thought  you'd  gotten 
over  that — find  myself  mistaken — very  much  so — s’elp  me- 


“Mr.  Jumble,”  said  Flash,  who  despaired  of  ever  getting 
another  straight  answer  from  this  man,  and,  being  convinced 
by  his,  manner  that  he  knew  where  the  diamond  was — “Mr. 
Jumble,  will  you  turn  around  for  an  instant?” 

“Jumble  did  turn  around,  and  the  sight  he  saw  nearly  took 
away  his  breath;  for  within  ten  paces  of  him  was  the  dis¬ 
guised  Brahmin,  scowling  like  a  demon. 


CHAPTER  XIX. 


THE  FORMER  HISTORY  OF  ARTHUR  .TUMBLE. 


Jumble  turned  upon  his  heel  and  went  to  the  after  part  of 
the  ship  without  saying  a  word,  the  Brahmin  darting  a  look 
of  hate  at  him  as  he  departed. 

Then  he  looked  inquiringly  at  Flash,  and  the  lad  shook  his 
head  and  said  in  Hindustani: 

“I  know  not  if  he  has  it.  I  am  in  doubt.  You  must  search, 
but  upon  your  life  do  him  no  harm.” 

“What  did  you  say  to  him?”  asked  Ben,  as  the  man  went 
forward. 

Flash  told  him,  and  then  said: 

“He  runs  a  great  risk,  and  is  a  knave  as  well  as  a  fool.  I  am 
sorry  I  smuggled  him  aboard  the. Niger,  but  I  was  angry  at 
you  boys  and  my  father  then,  and  thought  I’d  get  even  with 
you.  I  would  not  have  done  it  if  he  had  not  been  a  thorough 
sailor.” 

“It  might  have  cost  him  his  life,”  said  Wilton.  “He  was 
pretty  hard  up,  was  he  not?” 

“It  wasn’t  that  altogether  that  induced  him  to  go  to  sea.  He 
was  wanted  by  the  police,” 

“You  don’t  mean  to  say  that- 


“Mr.  Arthur  Jumble,  general  traveler  and  unmitigated  nui¬ 
sance,  is  not  only  a  clever  swindler,  but  a  notorious  thief,  for 
whom  the  police  of  New  York  had  been  hunting  many  mouths. 
I  recognized  him  by  his  portrait  which  I  had  seen  in  the  pa¬ 
pers.” 

“Then  that  is  why  you  and  he  were  always  talking  so 
earnestly  during  the  first  part  of  our  voyage?” 

“Yes;  I  knew  that  he  did  not  want  to  go  upon  this  voyage 
simply  because  lie  was  hard  up,  but  that  he  had  other  reasons. 
He  was  inclined  to  be  spunky  at  first,  but  I  threatened  to  dis¬ 
close  what  I  knew  of  him  and  have  him  arrested,  and  theu  he 
came  around.” 

“And  proved  himself  a  good  sailor?” 

“Oh,  1  knew  that  us  soon  as  1  looked  at  hiui;  he  was  not 
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so  badly  off  for  money,  either,  but  he  was  afraid  of  losing  his 

liberty." 

“I  thought  that  he  was  dressed  better  at  the  theater  than 
when  we  met  him  in  the  afternoon;  didn’t  you.  Wilt?”  said 

Ben. 

“  IVcidodly .  ” 

“Why,  yes,  he  had  money,  for  he  gave  me  fifty  dollars  to 
stow  him  away;  don't  blame  me.  for  I  was  quite  a  different 
boy  then.  I  wouldn’t  do  it  now  for  anything.” 

"I  can  easily  understand  now,”  said  Wilton,  “why  you  did 
not  want  him  in  the  Niger’s  cabin.  It  was  rough  on  us, 
though,  but  1  don’t  hold  that  against  you.  The  fellow  afforded 
us  some  amusement,  and  helped  us.  too.  in  the  bargain.” 

"You  are  not  going  to  let  him  accompany  us  home,  are 
you?"  asked  Ben. 

“No.  indeed.  When  wo  get  to  England  he  can  go  where  he 
likes,  and  I  shall  not  trouble  him  unless  he  tries  to  follow  us. 
T  shall  see  ray  grandfather*  Flashle-igh  when  we  get.  there, 
for  he  lives  in  London,  and  then  we  can  all  four  of  us  go 
home  in  style.  He  will  be  glad  to  see  Alice  again.” 

“Your  grandfather  is  rich.  I  understand,”  said  Wilton.  “I 
know  you  were  named  after  him.” 

“Yes,  and  when  I  was  a  youngster  he  was  the  only  one 
that  could  manage  me.  I  suppose  if  I  had  not  lost  my  mother 
when  I  was  so  young  I  might  have  been  different.” 

There  were  tears  in  the  boy’s  eyes,  and  Wilton,  throwing 
his  arms  around  him.  said  kindly: 

“There,  there,  Flash,  old  boy,  don't  make  a  fuss.  You’re 
not  half  as  bad  as  you’d  like  to  make  out.  1  promised  little 
•Tack  to  make  you  like  me,  but  1  tnink  you  deserve  more 
credit  than  I  do  by  a  good  deal.” 

“You  are  a  brick,”  said  Flash,  half  sobbing,  half  laughing, 
“and  if  I  have  done  anything  to  get  you  and  Ben  out  of 
trouble  it's  no  more  than  you  both  deserve.” 

“What  do  you  suspect  Jumble  of  haA’ing  done?”  asked  Ben, 
wishing  to  divert  Flash’s  attention  and  get  him  to  laughing 
again. 

“That  I  really  don’t  know,  but  1  am  sure  it  is  something 
pretty  bad.  It  is  more  than  mere  robbery,  at  all  events,  be¬ 
cause  he  was  terribly  alarmed  when  I  told  him,  aboard  the 
Niger,  that  I  would  deliver  him  to  the  authorities  at  the  first 
port  we  made  unless  he  would  work.” 

“And  do  you  think  he  has  the  diamond?” 

“I  think  he  has  had  it.  and  A'ery  likely  knows  where  it  is. 
He  is  an  adroit  thief,  and  a  good  match  for  the  Brahmin.  He 
lias  told  me  nothing,  but  one  of  the  sailors  said  that  Jumble 
had  been  searched  two  or  three  times,  and  that  his  room  had 
been  thoroughly  overhauled  by  this  Brahmin.” 

“Then  they  suspect  him.  of  course,”  said  Beu;  “and  did  you 
not  toil  me  that  he  was  with  Doavcs  when  the  poor  fellow  ex¬ 
hibited  the  stolen  diamond?” 

“Yes.  and  that’s  what  makes  rue  think  he  has  it.  either  im¬ 
mediately  in  his  possession,  or  hidden  away  somewhere. 
Hello!  there  is  a  sail,  and  I  don’t  like  the  looks  of  her  for  a 
cent.  “ 

“Where  away?”  asked  Wilton.  “You  have  got  the  eyes  of 
a  hawk.  I  sec  nothing.” 

“Not  on  the  weather  quarter,  coming  down  toward  us,  al¬ 
most  following  in  our  wake.” 

“No,  indeed.” 

“I  must  speak  to  the  captain  about  her,  for  T  don’t  like  her 
looks.  1  am  very  much  afraid  it  is  the - ” 

At  that  moment  llio  captain  approached,  and,  pointing  to 
windward,  .said: 

“fan  you  sec  that  follow,  my  lad?  I’ve  been  watching 
through  the  glass  out  of  tin*  cabin  wihdows  for  some  lime, 
and  I  don’t  like  Iho  cut  of  the  topsails.” 

When  they  were  all  in  the  cabin  Flash  said  to  the  captain: 

“I  did  noi  want  to  create  any  unnecessary  alarm  on  deck, 
sir.  and  so  J  held  my  tongue,  but  here  1  can  speak  out.  and  I 
will  toll  you  that  beyond  a  doubt  that  vessel  is  tin*  Avenger.” 

Flash  took  the  glass,  and,  after  looking  mosl  intently  at  the 
vpsspI.  which  Wilton  and  Ken  could  now  just  make  out, 
turned  around  and  said,  slowly: 

“It  is  she.  This,  then,  is  the  pirate  that  Avas  rumored  to  lie 
outside  just  before  we  sailed.” 


CHAPTER  NX. 

THE  EAST  OF  THE  PITS  ATE. 

The  merchantman  made  good  speed  under  the  increased 
prc-.K  of  canvas  and  the  freshened  breeze,  and  though  she  did 
not  (Paw  a  way  from  the  Avenger,  the  latter  did  not  gain 
upon  her  very  much. 


The  night  soon  fell,  however,  and  what  little  moonlight 
there  Avas,  Avas  obscured  by  drifting  clouds,  and  at  times, 
when  the  Avenger  could  be  seen,  it  was  apparent  that  she 
had  not  gained  very  much,  if  any. 

At  Flash’s  suggestion  studding  sails  were  hoisted  on  the 
fore  and  main.  . 

At  the  end  of  an  hour  Flash  took  the  glass,  and.  after  scan¬ 
ning  the  horizon  carefully  for  some  time,  said  to  the  captain: 

“There’s  nothing  else  in  sight,  sir,  and  this  fellow  makes 
no  headway  on  us.  I  think  I’ll  turn  in  after  an  hour  or  so. 
We  shall  have  a  light,  for  it  in /the  morning,  though,  and  I 
think  it  will  lie  wise  lo  get  all  the  sleep  avo  can.” 

The  stranger  had  also  crowded  on  more  sail,  though  it  was 
soon  apparent  that  sho  had  done  so  merely  for  the  purpose  of 
keeping  ihe  merchantman  in  sight  until  morning,  when  she 
would  doubtless  draAv  up  closer  and  get  to  work  in  earnest. 

There  was  no  excitement  aboard  the  British  vessel,  ns  the 
sailors  foresaAv  that  nothing  would  be  done  that  night,  and 
the  watch  below  turned  in  and  Avcnt  to  sleep  as  quietly  as 
though  nothing  extra.  Avas  going  on. 

The  breeze  Avas  very  light,  and  her  sails  drew  better  than 
those  of  the  ship,  the  distance  between  the  (avo  vessels  de¬ 
creasing  in  consequence  every  moment. 

The  men  were  given  their  breakfast,  and  then  the  few  guns 
which  the  merchantman  carried  were  put  into  place,  arms 
and  ammunition  were  passed  around,  and  every  preparation 
made  for  a  severe  fight. 

The  British  colors  were  run  up.  but  the  guns  remained 
silent,  the  captain  desiring  to  make  every  shot  tell  and  not 
waste  any  powder  in  mere  bravado. 

The  Avenger  ran  up  his  sinister  flag,  a  plain  black  ensign, 
and  fired  a  shot  to  open  the  ball  with,  though  he  might  have 
spared  his  powder,  for  the  missile  fell  harmlessly  into  the  sea. 

Half  an  hour  passed,  and  then  another  shot  from  the 
Avenger  came  whizzing  along  and  struck  just  abaft  of  the 
merchantman,  sending  the  spray  dashing  over  the  quarter. 

“You  will,  eh?”. said  the  captain,  with  a  grunt;  “then  we’ll 
see  what  we  can  do  in  the  same  line.  Get  the  stern  chaser  on 
the  house  ready,  Mr.  Waldron,  and  give  this  fellow  a  blow  in 
the  teeth.” 

The  gun,  a  gobd-sized  one,  was  heavily  shotted,  a  rattling 
charge  being  rammed  home,  and  then  it  was  pointed  at  the 
proper  angle  and  discharged. 

When  the  smoke  cleared  away  the  shot  Avas  seen  to  ha^e 
struck  the  pirate  just  a  little  to  the  leeward  abaft,  of  the 
knightheads.  killed  tAvo  men  ami  sent  a  shower  of  splinters 
flying  from  the  foremast. 

“Good  enough!”  laughed  the  captain.  “There's  one  for  us. 
Aha!  here  comes  another;  look  out  for  yourselves.” 

The  poor  man  did  not  look  out  for  himself,  however,  for  a 
piece  of  the  exploding  shell  struck  him  on  the  head,  and 
stretched  him  lifeless  upon  the  quarter-deck. 

In  an  instant  all  was  confusion,  when  the  mate  jumped 
up  and  shouted  to  the  sailors  not  to  give  up,  that  they  would 
win  yet.  if  they  stood  to  their  posts,  and  t lien  he  wore  the 
vessel  around  and  gave  the  pirate  a  broadside  from  all  his 
guns,  which  told  terribly  upon  the  Avenger. 

The  latter  sent  a  broadside  flying  at  them.  howeA*er.  Avhich 
carried  away  the  jibs  and  made  the  ship  lose  her  head  tem¬ 
porarily,  during  Avhich  time  the  Avenger  managed  to  get 
alongside,  and  throw  out  grappling-irons,  Avhich  secured  the 
vessels  firmly  to  each  other. 

Then  the  pirates  began  swarming  upon  the  merchantman 
in  great  numbers,  the  buccaneer  chief  at  tlieir  head,  and, 
though  the  honest  tars  made  a  desperate  resistance,'  they 
Avpre  driven  back  inch  by  inch. 

Suddenly  Alice  Bruff  appeared  on  deck,  being  alarmed  for 
the  safety  of  Flash,  who  was  fighting  hand-to-hand  Avith  the 
pirate  himself,  and  backed  by  Wilton  and  Beu. 

When  the  pirate  saw  Alice  he  SAvore  a  great  oath,  and, 
dashing  Flash  to  the  deck,  he  made  oik*  bound  toward  the 
poor  girl,  caught  her  in  his  arms,  and  aticmpled  to  retreat 
to  his  own  vessel. 

Wilton  tried  to  stop  him,  but  Avas  interrupted  by  half  a 
dozen  of  the  pirates,  and  had  all  he  could  do  to  keep  from  be¬ 
ing  cut  to  pieces. 


CHAPTER  XXI. 

push's  ohandfathet;  phoves  to  he  a  trump. 

The  supposed  Lascar  was  on  hand.  liOAvevor.  and,  true  to  his 
promise,  rushed  headlong  upon  the  pirate  and  drove  a  dagger 
into  his  breast. 

At  the  same  moment  Jumble  struck  down  one  of  Wilton's 
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assailants.  Ben  another,  and  Flash,  who  had  recovered  from 
hi*  dazed  condition,  n  third  of  the  villains. 

The  pirates,  seeing  their  leader  dead,  wavered,  and  the 
sailors,  taking  advantage  of  this,  charged  them  and  forced 
them  into  the  sea,  or  back  to  their  own  vessel,  which  was 
now  out  adrift,  and  was  on  tire  in  several  places. 

The  jolly  tars  sent  up  a  lusty  shout,  and  then  their  vessel 
was  attended  to:  a  new  jib  temporarily  bent  on.  so  that  she 
could  be  properly  handled,  and  the  voyage  continued. 

The  second  mate,  now  captain,  not  understanding  navi¬ 
gation.  was  glad  to  secure  the  services  of  Flash,  who.  al¬ 
though  but  a  boy.  was  a  good  navigator,  having  improved  his 
opportunities  while  with  his  father,  and  he  at  once  gave  the 
officer  the  proper  directions,  took  daily  observations,  and 
worded  everything  in  the  log-book  as  though  he  had  been  the 
captain. 

The  voyage  had  been  not  more  than  just  begun  when  the 
pfesent  captain  took  charge,  and  as  a  consequence,  during 
the  greater  part  of  the  trip  the  ship  was  under  command  of 
Flash  practically,  though  nominally  under  control  of  the  pro¬ 
moted  second  mate. 

The  voyage  came  h>  an  end  at  last.  Flash  taking  the  ship 
into  Falmouth,  that  being  the  first  point  on  the  English  coast 
which  he  made,  and  where  he  left  her.  the  captain  writing  to 
the  owners  to  send  a  man  down  io  take  her  up  to  London, 
Flash  not  earing  to  risk  tin*  dangers  of  the -English  Channel. 

When  he  and  his  friends  reached  London.  Jumble  having 
disappeared  the  moment  that  the  ship  dropped  her  anchor, 
Flash  found  himself  quite  a  hero,  the  news  of  his  exploit  hav¬ 
ing  preceded  him. 

He  was  waited  on  at  his  hotel  by  the  owners,  and  presented 
with  a  purse  containing  a  thousand  pounds  sterling,  as  sal¬ 
vage  money. 

“You  are  an  American,  I  understand,”  said  the  principal 
owner,  a  very  lordly  personage,  very  fat  and  very  important, 
wearing  an  immense  white  wig  and  a  watch  chain  neighing 
nearly  a  pound. 

“Y'es,  sir,”  answered  Flash,  “though  my  maternal  grand¬ 
father  is  an  Englishman  and  lives  here  in  London,  if  I  mis¬ 
take  not.  His  name  is  Flashleigh,  and  I  am  called  Flash 
after  him.  I  meant  to  hunt  him  up.  for  1  have  not  seen  him  j 
for  several  years,  and  he  always  used  to  take  an  interest  in 
me." 

“Bless  my  soul."  said  the  fat  gentleman,  “uow  I  come  to 
look  at  you  I  can  see  a  great  resemblance  to  my  distinguished 
colleague.  He  is  one  of  the  directors  of  a  private  bank  to 
which  I  lend  my  poor  assistance  as  president.  He  is  not  far 
away  at  this  present  moment.” 

At  that  instant  the  door  was  opened  and  a  very  portly,  re¬ 
markably  handsome  old  gentleman,  with  white  hair  and  beard, 
rosy  cheeks  and  fun-loving  eyes,  entered  the  apartment. 

“Flash,  you  young  rascal!”  he  cried  in  a  hearty  voice,  “what 
do  you  mean  by  not  coming  to  see  me  the  very  moment  you 
set  foot  in  town?  Aren't  you  ashamed  of  yourself  to  make 
your  poor  old  grandfather  trudge  away  up  here  to  look  at 
you  ?  ” 

“Indeed,  sir.  you  only  got,  the  start  of  me.”  said  Flash,  “for 
I  was  but  just  now  saying  that.  I  meant  to  look  you  up.” 

“And  who  are  your  friends,  my  boy,  for  1  see  by  their  looks 
that  they  must,  be  such?  Not  English  boys,  I’ll  bet  a  ginuea. 
Ah.  Flash,  old  fellow,  if  I  was  as  young  as  you,  I’d  be  an 
American  like  you  and  your  father,  but  I’m  too  old.  Where 
is  the  captain,  anyhow?” 

Flash  was  unable  to  answer,  on  account  of  his  emotion,  and 
Wilton  quietly  told  the  old  gentleman  all  that  had  happened. 


CHAPTER  XXII. 

A  SHRF.WU  FINANCIAL  VENTURE. 


.Tumble  went  to  London  as  fast  as  trains  eouhl  carry  hi 
and  then*  he  changed  his  plant?,  being  no  longer  the  b.,.v« 
iin*  the  wealth v  diamond  broker. 

Sl  Producing  .Mo  diamond  from  Ita  a'naular  "  dl.m  i.'aoo  ho 
inclosed  it  la  a  Jewelry  box  and  carried  It  lo  one  of  la 
largest  dealers  In  London  and  asked  a  loan  upon  it,  a.  ne 

"  Tlie^leafei'  was  perfectlv  dazzled  with  the  brilliancy  of  the 
gem  wbich  was  larger  than  any  he  had  ever  before  seen,  and 
as  glittering  as  a  whole  shopful  ol  iuferioi  jewc 

Jumble  was  satisfied  with  a  thousand  poauds  and  the  Jew¬ 
eler  wrote  out  a  receipt  for  the  Jewel  and  ‘.f 

the  money.  Jumble  bavin?  declared  his  preference  toi  <  as  > 
rather  than  a  check,  as  lie  was  m  somewhat  of  “  J"  ','1'  '  ‘ 
over  to  France  that  afternoon,  it  then  being  attei  bankin, 

h°Ttie  jewel  had  been  placed  in  the  box  and  carefully  wrapped 
up.  anil  the  package  stood  on  the  counter  while  the  je\A  cut 

went  to  bis  safe.  .  ,  ,  . 

In  l lie  short  time  during  which  the  mans  back  was  iuinea 
Jumble  changed  the  package  for  a  similar  oue.  containing 
nothing  but  some  worthless  pebbles,  slipping  the  valuable  one 

into  his  pocket  .  . 

Then  he  went  to  another  jeweler,  taking  pains  to  sec  that, 
he  was  not  watched,  and  here,  in  the  same  way.  ho  got  five 
hundred  pounds  on  the  stone,  which  toe  jeweler  knew  to  be 
genuine  at  once,  marveling  at  its  beauty  as  much  as  bad  the 

other.  ,  , 

The  grand  step  of  all  was  to  be  taken  now,  howevei,  anci 

i,nnn  7 nmhin  ivno  nail  in  tho  .assistance  of  certain  members 


of  the  great  class  of  swindlers. 

When  all  had  been  arranged,  Jumble  went  to  a  Jew  who 
was  noted  as  a  leuder  of  money  on  valuable  jewelry  and 
diamonds,  and  a  driver  of  a  pretty  bard  bargain,  being  con¬ 
sidered  as  shrewd  a  fellow  as  one  would  often  meet. 


To  him  Jumble  represented  himself  as  an  East  Indian  na¬ 
bob  in  want  of  ready  money,  and  tlie  diamond  was  offered 
as  a  pledge,  the  Jew’s  eyes  nearly  starting  out  of  his  head 
at  the  sight. 

“How  much  you  want  on  him?”  he  asked. 

“Five  thousand  pounds.”  said  .Tumble;  “it’s  worth  a  hun¬ 
dred— could  buy  a  kingdom  with  it  in  India — worth  more  than 
all  your  shop  put  together— want  security — ought  to  ask  ten 
thousand,  so  help  me— five's  enough.” 

“Veil.  I  gives  you  five,  but  I  never  vas  see  so  hard  a  man 
as  a  Ghristian  anyvheres.  Vat  you  vant,  gold  or  scrip?” 

“Bank  of  England  notes— the  old  lady's  promise  to  pay— 
that’s  the  stuff.” 

Jumble  took  the  money  and  departed,  but  the  next  day  •sent 
oue  of  his  pals  with  the  receipt  and  a  note  asking  for  five 
thousand  pounds  more  on  account. 

The  Jew  refused  to  loan  any  more  money  on  the  stone,  and 
the  messenger  said  he  would  take  it  theu,  and  return  the 
mouey  loaned  the  day  before. 

“I  vas  want  von  per  shent.  interest,  my  child,  if  you  vas  go¬ 
ing  to  do  dot.”  he  said,  the  messenger  not  demurring  at  this, 
but  paying  the  whole  sum  over  In  what  appeared  to  be  Bank 
of  England  notes,  but  which  had  been  manufactured  at 
Birmingham,  and  put  on  the  market  by  .Tumble’s  new  ac¬ 
complices. 


Mr.  Rosenstein  was  swindled  to  the  extent  of  five  thousand 
sovereigns,  two-thirds  of  which  went  to  Jumble  and  the  rest 
to  the  clever  fellows  who  had  assisted  him  in  this  nefarious 
scheme. 

When  the  whole  story  came  out,  Mr.  Jumble,  disguised  be¬ 
yond  recognition,  was  sitting  calmly  and  at  his  ease  upon  the 
promenade  deck  of  a  steamer  bound  for  America,  the  dia¬ 
mond  still  safe  in  his  possession,  and  richer  by  a  good  deal 
than  when  lie  had  landed  in  England. 

The  shadow  of  the  golden  idol  is  upon  him.  though,  and 
try  how  lie  may  be  cannot  ax*ort  the  danger  which  threatens, 
and  which  .is  inevitable. 


Mr.  Arthur  Jumble  was  perfectly  well  aware  that  lie  was 
by  no  means  out  of  danger  yet.  albeit  the  rinlian  had  ceased 
hostilities  for  a  time,  and  seemed  to  have  forgotten  all  about 
him. 

Or  account  of  the  promise  given  to  Flash.  .Tumble  knew 
that  the  man  would  not  harm  him  while,  on  the  vessel,  but 
oner  they  reached  England  the  truce  would  be  at  an  end. 

Hardly  bud  the  vessel  dropped  her  anchor  when  Jumble 
was  over  the  side  and  was  taken  to  shore  in  one  of  the  little 
boats  swarming  about,  the  Indian  being  unable  to  leave  the 
vessel,  as  bis  services  were  still  required. 


CHAPTER  XXIII. 

NEMESIS  —  HAPPINESS— CONCH  SION. 

One  pleasant  afternoon,  about  six  -months  subsequent  to 
Jumble’s  disappearance,  that  sociable  gentleman  was  strolling 
.through  the  oat  on  Common,  when  he  came  upoh  three  noil- 
dressed  young  gentlemen  engaged  in  earnest  oonvorsalUui 
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Stepping  directly  in  front  of  them,  he  took  off  his  hat, 
vweil  politely,  aiul  said  in  his  voluble  manner: 

•Quite  a  surprise— bless  me— thought  I  should  never  meet — 
ny  three  young  friends— of  the  Niger— and  golden  idol  mem- 
ry  -pleased  to  see  you— deuced — come  and  lunch— at  my  ex¬ 
cuse,  mind — not  your  own — as  formerly — when  I  first  had 
he  pleasure  very  great  pleasure,  too — of  your  acquaintance 

you're  looking  finely— blessed  if  yon - ” 

“Mr.  Jumble."  said  Flash,  for  the  three  young  gentlemen 
vere  our  old  friends,  “we  do  not  desire  to  renew  an  acquaint- 
ince  made  under  circumstances  which  no  longer  exist,  and 
)articulaviy  as  your  name  is  now  connected  with  certain  oc- 
■uiTences  which  would  render  it  unpleasant  Tor  us  to  be  rec- 
‘gnized  in  your  company." 

“A.genthman  who  has  financiered  in  the  manner  you  have." 
‘ontinued  'Wilton,  "is  hardly  a  proper  person  for  us  to  meet. 
W  e  are  aware  of  your  swindling  operations  in  connection  with 
liar  diamond  stolen  from  tlio  golden  idol,  not  to  mention  other 
ifTairs,  which  caused  your  temporary  exile  a  year  or  so  ago.” 

"1  would  advise  you  not  hi  retain  that  wonderful  gem 
I  3  '  collection  of  keepsakes,"  added  Ben,  before  .lu;n 

■>le  could  get  in  a  word,  "as  ii  was  our  fortune  yesterday  to 
•'in  across  a  gentleman  of  dark  complexion  and  dressed  in 
he  latest  stylo,  who  reminded  us  at  once  of  a  certain  scene 
vhich  took  place  some  months  ago,  many  thousands  of  miles 
•  way.  in  which  we  all  played  a  prominent  part." 

“lie  alludes  to  the  night  in  the  cave  of  the  golden  idol.” 
'aid  Flash,  "and  once  more  I  warn  you  (o  give  up  that  dia- 
uond.  or  it  will  cost  you  your  life.” 

"Most  happy— 1  am  sure — if  l  had  it— reminds  me  of  Lord 
riarenee— and  the  smallpox— friends  all  said  he  would  die— if 
le  had  it— but  he  did  not— living  yet — get  a  keepsake  of  his— 
liamond  shirt-stud— elegant  little  thing— very  quaint  design— 
nost> - ” 

"listen  to  me.”  interrupted 'Flash.  "You  are  probably  safe 
’rom  any  interference  on  the  part  of  the  police,  provided  you 
veep  straight,  but  this  Indian  is  in  Boston,  having  doubtless 
’ollowed  us  to  this  country,  feeling  sure  that  we  might  pos¬ 
sibly  meet  you.  who  he  knows  lias  that  diamond.” 

“Don't  know  it.  you  know,  only  assumes— — ” 

“This  meeting  was  without  design  on  our  part,  and  prob¬ 
ably  the  same  on  yours,  but  you  must  be  aware  of  the  perse¬ 
verance  of  those  fellows,  than  whom  no  detective  was  ever 
nore  shrewd,  and  therefore  I  advise  you  to  advertise  in  a 
careful  manner  tor  the  owners  of  the  diamond.  You  may  be 
:ure  that  this  man  will  see  the  notice.' 

“Couldn’t  do  it,  you  knew — net  having  the  diamond — and 
wen  if  I  had - ” 

“It  rests  with  you  to  give  it  up  quietly,  or  ierfeit  yQur  life 
m  its  account,”  continued  Flash;  “and  having  said  this  much, 

bee  to  bid  you  a  good-afternoon." 

"You  are  stopping  here? — the  modern  Athens — the  Hub  of 
:he  universe — the  home  of  culture — and  baked  beans?  Might 
E  presume  to  call — pay  my  respects — introduce  my  friends — ” 

“We  are  stopping  at  the  St.  James,  but  1  do  not  advise  you 
.o  call  unless  you  wish  to  give  mb  that  diamond.  In  that  case 
[  can  secure  your  immunity  from  this  man's  hate,  and  send 
;im  back  to  his  native  land,  happy  in  having  accomplished 
lis  mission." 

“Clever  fellow — Master  Bruff — but  argues  on  wrong  premise 
—that  !  have  the  diamond — which  I  have  not — wish  l  had — 

ierry  to  part. - ” 

"Will  you  swear  up  and  down  t.o  me,  Mr.  Jumble,  that  you 
haven't  gel  and  don’t  know  where  that  diamond  isi,  nor  any- 
hing  about  it?” 

“No  use  to  swear — opposed  lo  it  on  principle — you  wouldn't 
>eli<  ve  me — good-evening — will  call  on  you — sonic  day — an 

’evoir." 

With  that  Mr.  .Tumble  tipped  his  hat  and  waltzed  away,  be¬ 
ing  soon  ion;  to  sight,  among  the  trees  which  bordered  the 
'inning  paths  of  Boston’s  favorite  promenade. 

An  hour  or  so  laier  Mr.  .Tumble  was  lounging  gracefully  in 
fhe  corridor  of  the  F’arker  House,  looking  out.  for  flats,  when 
he  suddenly  came  face  to  face  with  an  elegant-looking  gentle¬ 
man  •hose  glistening  eyes,  olive  skin,  and  jet  black  bail’ 
aus*o  roost  unpleasant  recollections. 

“Dog  of  an  accursed  race!"  hissed  the  East  Indian — for  lie 
It  Was— "  i  irive  you  one  chance  for  life.  Restore  the  precious 
g'  iolen  from  the  rave  of  the  Island  of  Death,  and  you 
may  or  r  ,r;  jn  You  are  no  longer  under  the  protection 

Of  the  young  Do’.vadji,  a  id  1  am  not  to  be  baffled. 

<  *  (  life. on  one  condition — that,  you 

'  at  once  v.  hat  I  seek,  or  tell  me  where  1  may  find  it.” 


“I  will  do  neither,”  said  Jumble,  dropping  his  flippant,  style 
of  speaking.  “I  have  intrigued  for  that  diamond,  lied  for  it, 
fought,  for  it!  It  is  mine,  and  you  shall  not  have  it — I  will 
break  it  up  first.  I  defy  you  to  get  it.  American  wit  against 
Hindoo  cunning;  we  shall  see  who  will  win.  Good-evening.” 

He  quickly  disappeared  in  the  crowd,  and  the  Indian  lost 
sight  of  him.  the  swindler  fondly  imagining,  in  his  conceit, 
that  he  would  be  able  to  throw  the  man  off  his  track. 

Late  that  night  a  special  messenger  came  to  Flash's  door 
and  informed  him  that  a  man  had  sent  lor  him  to  come  and 
see  him  before  he  died;  that  he  had  but  little  time  to  live, 
and  must  see  Fash  before  he  could  depart  in  peace. 

Flash  at  once  arose  and,  calling  on  Ben  and  Wilton  at  their 
home,  whither  they  had  returned,  he  took  them  with  him  to 
the  address  given  him. 

When  they  reached  the  house — not  a  very  stylish  one, 
though  in  a  good  quarter — they  were  shown  upstairs  to  a  room 
on  the  top  floor,  where  a  man  lay  upon  a  bed. 

The  man  was  Jumble,  evidently  traveling  fast,  upon  the 
road  to  eternity. 

He  smiled  when  he  saw  Flash,  and,  putting  out.  his.  hand 
feebly,  said: 

"Glad  to  see  you — sorry  I  didn’t — take  your  advice  thought 
I  was  smart — could  fool  this  Hindoo — no  go— asked  me  for  t.he 
diamond; — wouldn’t  give  it  to  him — stabbed  me  in  the  dark — 
took  it  away — best  keepsake  I  had — not  much  longer  to  live — 
wanted  to  see  you — before  I - " 

‘  Don’t  distress  yourself,  sir,”  said  Flash.  “1  am  sorry  that 
you  would  not  take  my  advice,  and,  believe  me,  I  would  have 
prevented  this  had  it  been  possible.  I  saw  the  man  following 
you  after  you  left  us,  but  could  not  reach  him.” 

“You  don’t  mind — my  sending  for  you — bad  character,  I 
know — swindler  and  all  that — worse,  too — killed  my  man  in 
New  York — self-defense,  but  no  difference— would  have  been — 
hanged  for  it — that's  why  I  left — on  your  vessel — sorry  I  both¬ 
ered  you — you  won’t  mind  now — take  a  keepsake — of  Arthur 
Jumble — general  traveler — as  a  reminder - ” 

The  dying  man  drew  a  plain  gold  ring  from  his  finger,  and 
giving  it  to  Flash,  said  more  feebly  than  before: 

“Like  you — deuced  clever — great  improvement — sorry  I 
wasn’t  the  same  sort — no  use  now — got  my  last  present — a 
knife  in  the  back — keep  this  ring — present  from  Lady  Ara¬ 
bella — as  a  reminder’ — of  pleasant  days — and  Jumble — clever 
fellow,  that — though  lacking  principle — means  well — but  is  a 
thorough  scamp — rascally — but  clever — deuced!” 

With  this  characteristic  remark,  Mr.  Arthur  Jumble  ceased 
speaking  forever  upon  this  earth,  the  hand  that  grasped  that 
of  Flash  relaxed  its  hold,  the  muscles  quivered  for  an  instant, 
and  when  the  boys  next  looked  at  the  man  he  was  dead- 

Years  have  passed  since  Flash  stood  at  the  deathbed  of  the 
eccentric  Jumble,  and  many  changes  have  taken  place. 

Flash  has  inherited  the  personal  property  of  his  grand¬ 
father,  in  company  with  Alice,  now  married  to  Wilton  Gros- 
venor.  and  is  a  middle-aged  gentleman  of  means,  living  in  re- 
liremept  as  a  jolly  old  bachelor. 

Ben  Meredith  is  engaged  to  be  married  t'o  a  sister  of  Wilt's, 
and  upon  his  return  from  his  next  voyage  the  ceremony  will 
take  place. 

He  is  the  captain  of  noble  ship  called  the  Flash,  and  has 
visited  many  strange  lSucfs  since  first  taking  command,  his 
last  being  to  India,  where  he  heard  of  a  wonderful  diamond, 
which  formed  one  of  the  eyes  of  a 'golden  idol,  and  which  was 
said  lo  have  had  many  remarkable  adventures,  having  been 
stolen  by  some  impious  strangers  and  recovered  after  a  long 
search. 

The  shadow  of  the  golden  idol  lias  departed  from  off  the  lives 
of  our  hero  and  his  friends,  and  they  think  of  those  stirring 
times  of  their  youth  with  only  a  smile  and  nothing  of  fear. 

Flash  still  keeps  the  ring  given  him  by  .Tumble,  and  this  is 
the  only  thing  that  brings  up  any  memories  in  connection 
with  that  memorable  voyage,  and  the  subsequent  adventures 
growing  out  of  it. 


Next  week's  issue  will  contain  “THE  RED  HOUSE;  OR 
THE  MYSTERY  OF  DEAD  MAN’S  BLUFF.” 
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CURRENT  NEWS 


* 

Five  hundred  four-leaf  clovers  have  been  found  in  Shen¬ 
andoah,  Iowa,  by  J.  L.  Bader,  of  Monticello.  Looking 
for  them  is  Bader’s  hobby.  While  on  a  business  trip  to 
h  orktown  he  found  100  in  one  day  and  gathered  fiftv- 
two  near  the  German  church  at  one  picking. 

According  to  figures  given  out  by  the  packing  com¬ 
panies,  Hoquiara,  AVash.,  the  run  of  Quiniault  salmon  this 
year  was  worth  to  the  Quiniault  Indians  $7.2,000.  The 
pack  amounted  to  46,000  cases,  valued  at  $250,000.  The 
run  was  the  largest  on  record.  Several  of  the  Indian 
fishermen  received  more  than  $3,000  for  the  season. 


Excitement  ran  high  at  Waubay,  S.  Dak.,  when  Mrs. 
Ida  Mead  was  seen  with  a  cocked  revolver  pointed  at  the 
head  of  a  hobo  marching  ahead  of  her  with  hands  elevat¬ 
ed.  She  paraded  him  through  the  town  and  turned  him 
over  to  the  marshal  at  the  jail.  The  tramp  was  robbing 
Mrs.  Mead's  garden,  and  when  she  ordered  him  away  he 
threatened  her.  She  did  not  bother  to  call  the  police. 

A  pair  of  rubber-soled  tennis  shoes  saved  the  life  of 
nine-year-old  Clyde  Mclnness,  of  Sullivan,  Ind.,  when 
lightning  struck  an  iron  stove  poker  he  held  in  his  hand. 
The  boy  had  picked  up  the  poker  to  play  with  while  wait¬ 
ing  out  of  the  storm.  A  bolt  struck  it,  hurling  it  to  the 
opposite  side  of  the  room,  burning  the  sleeve  from  his  shirt 
and  throwing  him  to  the  floor.  He  was  dazed,  but  un¬ 
hurt. 


A  Shenandoah,  Iowa,  business  man  purchased  an  auto¬ 
mobile  and  after  a  lesson  in  driving  started  out  by  him¬ 
self.  From  her  window  his  wife  proudly  saw  him  whiz 
by,  well  up  to  the  speed  limit.  In  a  few  minutes  he  came 
back  again  and  then  again  and  again.  Finally  he  shouted 
io  her  as  he  went  by,  “Say,  Lizzie,  telephone  to  the  garage 

and  find  out” -  He  completed  the  sentence  the  next 

round.  — “how  to  stop  this  darned  thing  and  tell  me  the 
next  time  I  go  by.” 

John  Spelich  has  been  released  from  the  county  jail, 
Houghton,  Mich.,  for  two  years’  probation  on  one  of  the 
queerest  orders  known  here.  Spelich  was  given  his  free¬ 
dom  by  Judge  O’Brien  on  condition  that  he  repay  within 
two  years  the  costs  of  his  capture  and  his  trial.  Spelich 
stole  $1,000  from  a  teapot  belonging  to  Mrs.  John  Mess- 
ncr.  a  widow.  The  money  was  the  life  insurance  of  her 
husband.  All  of  the  cash  was  recovered  and  the  woman 
did  not  want  to  prosecute.  He  will  return  to  the  widow 
and  work  for  her. 


The  stoves  of  the  middle  ages,  and  of  the  era  of  the 
Homan  empire  and  throughout  Germany  and  Scandinavia 
generally  were  built  of  brick,  tiles,  or  similar  material, 
and  were  so  large  as  to  be  stationary,  sometimes  taking 
up  the  whole  side  of  a  room,  and  in  the  latter  country  in 
winter  the  couches  and  blankets  were  spread  thereon  and 


the  family  used  them  in  lieu  of  the  bedsteads  of  subse  , 
quent  years.  The  fire  was  built  at  the  bottom,  and  the  heat 
and  smoke  passed  through  various  flues,  distributing! 
warmth  before  they  made  their  exit  to  ihc  chimne\ .  Some 
of  them  were  faced  with  porcelain  and  were  highly  orna¬ 
mental. 


The  annual  booklet  issued  by  the  city  of  Amsterdam, 
giving  statistics  of  local  affairs,  shows  that  the  population 
increase  in  1914  of  nearly  14,000— making  the  total  popu¬ 
lation  over  600,000 — was  almost  double  the  gain  during 
each  of  several  years  just  preceding,  and  more  than  dou¬ 
ble  the  annual  gain  a  decade  ago.  The  twenty-four  lead¬ 
ing  hotels  had  during  the  year  109,224  guests,  of  whom 
12,624  were  Americans.  The  number  of  people  carried 
on  the  street  cars  was  100,951,476;  fares  received,  $1,738,- 
000,  being  less  than  2  cents  a  fare.  The  general  fare  is  2 
cents,  but  on  certain  short  stretches  it  is  less.  Other 
sources  of  revenue  brought  the  total  receipts  to  $2,093,000, 
from  which,  after  paying  operating  and  maintenance  ex¬ 
penses,  $40,000  was  turned  into  the  city  treasury  and 
$82,000  into  the  reserve  fund. 

A  proposal  to  establish  an  aerial  coast  patrol  base  on 
Flag  Island,  Casco  Bay,  which  belongs  to  Civil  Engineer 
Robert  E.  Peary,  U.S/N.,  has  been  made  by  Henry  A. 
Wise  AArood,  vice-president  of  the  Aero  Club  of  America, 
to  Alan  Hawley,  head  of  the  club.  Mr.  Peary  has  ten¬ 
dered  the  use  of  the  island  for  that  purpose.  In  his  re¬ 
port,  Mr.  ATood  says:  “With  a  minimum  of  effort  and 
time  aerial  observers  working  from  Flag  Island  may  com¬ 
mand  the  off-shore  approaches  to  Portland  and  Bath  and 
the  inner  waters  of  Casco  Bay,  which  lie  behind  the  Port¬ 
land  defenses.  The  importance  of  a  constant  aerial  sur¬ 
veillance  of  Casco  Bay  in  the  event  of  hostilities  cannot 
be  overestimated,  as  the  bay  provides  perhaps  one  of  the 
best  hiding  places  for  submarine  vessels  to  be  found  any¬ 
where  along  the  New  England  coast.” 


The  athletic  management  at  Columbia  has  arranged  to 
have  Gus  Petersen,  one-time  national  and  metropolitan 
amateur  wrestling  champion  at  435  and  145  gounds,  take 
charge  of  the  training  of  all  the  more  important  Columbia 
teams.  Heretofore  this  department  has  been  almost  en¬ 
tirely  neglected,  except  on  the  eve  of  big  games,  but  a 
policy  of  systematic  training  has  now  been  adopted.  Later 
on,  it  is  intended  to  start  a  football  training  table  for  the 
midday  meal  of  the  men,  since  a  good  many  of  them  would  , 
otherwise  get  along  on  a  makeshift  lunch,  which  would  un¬ 
fit  them  for  the  afternoon  practise.  Petersen  is  well  quali¬ 
fied  for  his  new  job.  For  the  last  few  seasons,  lie  has 
coached  Princeton’s  wrestling  teams  and  aided  in  the  train¬ 
ing  in  other  sports.  His  best  experience  has  been  derived 
from  working  under  Princeton's  veteran  trainer  and  coach. 
Keene  litzpatrick,  to  whose  ability  to  keep  the  men  m  top 
notch  form  may  be  attributed  a  large  measure  o 
Tigers'  gridiron  success. 
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“A.  J.”  FROM  JAYVILLE 

- OR - 

THE  BOV  WHO  WAS  LOST  IN  THE  BOWERY 


By  William  Wade 


(A  Serial  Story) 

CHAPTER  III  (continued) 

“I  meant  to  say  Thursday,”  replied  Jenkins.  “It  was  a 
slip  of  the  tongue.” 

'•But  there  mustn't  be  any  slip  up  on  the  job.” 

“There  won’t  be  on  my  part.  But  say,  Punk,  what  are 
we  to  do  with  our  Jay?  He’ll  be  waking  up  pretty  soon.” 

“I've  been  wondering  whether  he  mightn’t  be  awake 
now,”  replied  Punk.  “You  fellows  have  been  talking- 
pretty  loudly.’’ 

“Pshaw !  What  odds  ?  If  he  should  be  awake  I'd  stick 
him  as  quick  as  I  would  a  hog.  Sal’s  asleep  in  the  kitchen. 
There’s  no  harm  done.” 

“I’ll  see,”  said  Punk. 

A.  J.  heard  him  get  up  and  come  into  the  dark  room. 

Never  was  there  a  sleeper  breathing  more  regularly 
than  A.  J.  when  Punk  bent  down  over  the  bed. 

“He's  all  right,”  was  the  report.  “He’s  good  for  a 
couple  of  hours  yet.” 

“We’ll  hold  him  till  one  o’clock,”  said  Jenkins.  “Then 
we  will  carry  him  out  and  drop  him  around  on  Hester 
street  somewhere.  He'll  never  know  what  house  he  went 
into.  He’s  the  closest  thing  to  a  straight-line  jay  ever  I 
saw.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  To  think  of  his  coming  away  down 
from  the  Adirondacks  to  get  Montrose  W.  Montgomery  to 
go  into  a  mining  deal  with  him.  It’s  rich.  Strangest 
thing,  though,  that  I  should  have  run  up  against  him 
when  I  had  just  come  from  Montgomery’s  house.” 

And  so  they  talked  and  so  A.  J.  listened. 

Jenkins’  straight-line  jay  was  the  greenest  thing  that 
grows,  but  for  all  that  he  was  as  brave  as  they  make  them 
in  Jayville  or  anywhere  else,  and  no  fool. 

“By  gracious,  these  thieves  and  robbers  are  going  to  rob 
Mr.AYIontgomery,”  A.  J.  said  to  himself.  “I  must  get  out 
of  this.  I  must  find  him  and  tell  him.  If  the  woman 
is  asleep  in  the  kitchen  perhaps  I  can  slip  out  that  way.” 

He  got  off  the  bed  then,  to  begin  with.  As  the  kitchen 
could  not  be  in  front,  A.  J.  concluded  that  it  must  be  in 
the  rear. 

Of  course,  there  was  no  use  in  thinking  about  his  own 
money  or  his  precious  gold  ore.  Even  the  rubber  boots 
brought  along  in  case  it  should  rain  in  New  York,  and  the 
rest  of  the  contents  of  the  ancient  carpet-bag,  must  be 
abandoned.  A.  J.  had  made  up  his  mind  to  that. 

lie  stole  through  to  the  kitchen,  arriving  there  just  in 
time  to  run  into  the  girl  Sal,  who  stood  by  the  sink  with 
a  glass  at  her  lips  in  the  act  of  taking  a  drink. 

She  almost  dropped  the  glass  when  she  saw  A.  J. 

ri  he  boy  halted  and  started  to  draw  back. 

»S.i:  set  down  the  glass  and  pointed  to  the  door. 

“Go!”  she  breathed,  putting  her  finger  to  her  lips.  “I'll 
let  you  out!  Run  for  your  life,  and  never  come  back  here 
any  more.” 

She  glided  toward  the  door  and  threw  it  open.  [ 


“Make  no  noise  on  the  stairs,”  she  whispered.  “Keep 
away  from  here  for  my  sake.” 

A.  J.  slipped  down  the  stairs  on  tiptoe.  He  made  no 
answer  to  the  nnfortvmate  woman. 

He  felt  very  sorry  for  her,  and  could  not  trust  himself 
to  speak. 

Once  more  A.  J.  found  himself  on  the  Bowery. 

Fortunately  his  hat  had  been  on  a  chair  near  the  bed, 
or  there  would  have  been'a  bareheaded  jay  on  the  Bowery- 
then. 

It  was  raining  steadily;  a  dark,  dismal  night. 

Without  a  cent  in  his  pocket  or  the  faintest  idea  of  his 
whereabouts  other  than  that  this  was  the  famous  Bowery, 
A.  J.  hurried  down  in  the  direction  of  Chinatown. 

“I  must  find  Mr.  Montgomery’s  house  if  it  takes  a  leg,” 
muttered  the  boy.  “Pd  like  to  find  the  constable,  tew,  but 
I  don’t  hardly  know  where,  to  look  for  him  in  this  big 
town.  Wonder  if  that  feller  Jenkins  told  the  truth  when 
he  said  that  Mr.  Montgomery’s  house  was  No.  2002  ?” 

A.  J.  concluded  to  inquire.  There  were  a  few  stores 
open,  but,  as  he  expressed  it  to  himself,  they  seemed  to  he 
all  “rum  shops,”  and  A.  J.  did  not  go  into  such  places, 
for  his  promise  to  his  dead  mother  not  to  drink  as  well  as 
not  to  smoke. 

A  tall  man  with  his  c-oat  collar  turned  up  was  the  pedes¬ 
trian  selected  to  make  his  inquiry  of. 

“Say,  mister,  can  you  tell  me  where  Mr.  Montgomery 
lives?”  asked  A.  J.,  stopping  in  front  of  the  man. 

“G’wan !”  was  the  answer,  and  the  jay  from  Jayville  was 
thrust  rudely  aside. 

“Say,  he’s  a  hog,”  muttered  A.  J.  “If  he  was  to  come 
up  to  Jayville  he’d  get  a  civil  answer,  that’s  what  he 
would.” 

Next  A.  J.  tackled  a  short,  stout  man,  with  a  very  red 

face. 

“Who  did  you  say?”  asked  the  man,  stopping  as  A.  J, 
put  the  question. 

“Mr.  Montgomery.” 

“Don’t  know  him.  Does  he  keep  a  saloon?” 

“No.  He’s  a  banker.” 

“Do  you  mean  Montgomery,  the  Wall  Street  banker?” 

“That’s  the  man.” 

“Say,  boy,  are  you  cra^v  or  what?” 

“I’ve  had  enough  happen  to  make  me  crazy.  I  was 
told  that  Mr.  Montgomery  lived  on  the  Bowery.  Say, 
mister,  tell  me  if  you  know.  I’m  about  lost.” 

“Lost  on  the  Bowery  ?  Ha,  ha  !” 

“That’s  what  I  am.  I  don’t  know  nothing  about  New 
York.  I  just  come  from  Jayville.  I - ” 

“I  should  say  you  had !”  broke  in  the  man,  convulsed 
with  laughter.  “Lost  on  the  Bowery.  Ha,  ha!” 

He  hurried  on,  still  laughing. 

A.  J.  wandered  on. 

Lost  he  surely  was,  for  he  had  not  the  faintest  Idea 
where  to  go  or  what  to  do. 

“I  guess  I  better  look  up  some  tavern,  and  see  if  they’ll 
trust  me  for  a  bed,”  he  muttered.  “I  can’t  do  nothing 
to-night.  By  gum,  I  guess  that’s  the  constable  now.” 

A.  J.  had  passed  the  Atlantic  Garden,  and  was  just  en¬ 
tering  upon  the  land  of  the  panhandler. 

Dangerous  ground  for  a  jay. 

(To  be  continued) 
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ITEMS  OF  GENERAL  INTEREST 


NOVEL  FRUIT  BARRELS. 

A  partitioned  barrel  lias  been  invented  by  a  fruit  man 
in  British  Columbia,  patents  for  which  have  been  applied 
for  in  Canada  and  this  country.  It  is  similar  to  an  or¬ 
dinary  barrel,  according  to  a  commerce  report,  but  it  is 
divided  into  two  equal  parts  by  partitions  which  are  ad¬ 
justed  so  that  the  barrel  may  be  sawed  in  two  without 
injuring  the  contents,  practically  making  two  half  barrels. 
The  advantages  claimed  for  the  new  barrel  qre  that  it  can 
be  made  of  cheap  sawed  lumber,  shipped  in  the  “knock 
down"  state  and  assembled  easily  at  the  packing-house; 
also  that  the  fruit  can  be  shipped  without  wrapping  bc- 
cau'C  of  the  firmness  imparted  by  the  central  partitions. 
The  fruit  shipped  in  it  is  said  to  arrive  in  perfect  condi¬ 
tion. 


THE  CONSUMPTION  OF  SALT. 

Salt  consumed  in  the  United  States  amounted  to  9,998,- 
520,560  pounds  during  1914,  an  increase  of  41,575,800 
pounds  over  that  consumed  in  1913.  That  amount,  an¬ 
nounced  at  Washington  recently  by  the  Geological  Survey, 
would  mean  a  per  capita  consumption  of  almost  100 
pound*  for  the  year,  says  The  Oakland  Tribune.  Sugar's 
per  capita  consumption  during  1914  was  89.14  pounds: 

Salt  production  in  the  United  States  was  9,736,911,160 
pounds  and  imports  were  261,609,320  pounds  during  1914, 
That  produced  in  this  country  was  valued  at  $1 0,271,358. 
Production  was  greater  than  in  1913,  keeping  pace  with 
the  increase  in  population. 

There  has  been  a  steady  downward  trend  in  the  cost  of 
sali  owing  to  the  abundant  sources  of  supply  and  also  the 
great  advance  made,  in  the  last  few  decades  in  methods  of 
manufacture,  the  Geological  Survey’s  experts  declare.  The 
widespread  distribution  of  salt  has  led  to  great  multiplica¬ 
tion  of  manufacturing  plants,  so  that  plant  capacity  has 
greatly  outstripped  demand.  This  lias  tended  to  lower 
prices  and  to  increase  greatly  efficiency  of  operation  in  the 
plants  that  have  survived  the  keen  competition. 


20,000  1  FA  VS  HAVE  BECOME  TURKISH  SUBJECTS. 

An  insight  into  conditions  in  Palestine  is  given  in  the 
report  just  made  by  the  Federation  of  American  Zionists. 
It  also  tells  of  relief  work,  improvement  in  political  con¬ 
dition-  and  progress  of  the  Zfionist  work  up  to  July.  The 
report  savs: 

“One  of  the  most  difficult  problems  confronting  ns 
during  the  war  has  been  the  attitude  of  the  Turkish  au- 
thoritic-  toward  the  Jewish  citizens  of  belligerent  lands 
living  in  Palestine.  Among  these,  some  30,000  Jews,  who 
are  Russian  subjects,  occupy  the  first  place.  The  Turkish 
Go  eminent  offered  them  exceedingly  .favorable  conditions 
for  Ottoman ization.  And  as  a  result  about  20,000  of 
them  became  Turkish  subjects,  8,000  left  Palestine  and 
went,  for  the  most  part,  to  Egypt,  where  they  are  taken 
can-  of  by  a  special  Jewish  committee  acting  for  the  Provi¬ 
sional  Jewish  Relief  Cojainiittee.  The  remaining  2,000 


Jews  who  were  left  in  Palestine  consist  almost  entirely  w 
aged  people  in  Jerusalem,  who  are  maintained  by  ibe 
Chalukah.  It  seems  that  no  difficulty  will  be  put  in  their 
way. 

“Our  farms  in  Palestine  have  continued  tlmir  work  un¬ 
interruptedly.  The  crops  have  in  all  of  them  been  satis¬ 
factory:  enough  to  provide  the  great  Jewish  population  m 
the  cities,  as  well  as  in  the  colonies,  with  foodsiufls  Lora 
the  grain  crops. 

“The  Palestine  relief  work  has  now  been  organized  by 
practically  all  the  Zionist  organizations  of  tbe  \an  i>  <•  >un- 
tries.  For  all  countries,  except  America,  the  work  i*  un¬ 
der  the  direction  of  our  Copenhagen  bureau,  and  in 
America  under  the  Provisional  Executive  Committee  for 
General  Zionist  Affairs.” 


INCREASE  IN  SHIPPING  SINCE  OPENING  OF 

CANAL. 

Since  the  opening  of  tbe  canal  a  year  ago.  the  shipping 
in  the  port  of  Cristobal  at  the  northern  end  of  the  water¬ 
way  has  increased  so  rapidly  that  already  tbe  two  1,900- 
foot  steel  and  concrete  piers,  costing  $2,500,000  cac-b.  arc 
no  longer  adequate  to  care  for  tbe  vast  amount  of  freight 
handled.  A  third  pier  is  being  built  and  plans  for  a 
fourth  have  been  drawn  up. 

Frequently  the  congestion  at  the  two  piers  is  so  great 
that  ships  have  to  wait  their  turn  in  order  to  get  docking 
room.  This  is  causing  considerable  delay  to  traffic,  espe¬ 
cially  that  which  comes  to  the  Isthmus  to  be  reshipped  io 
points  along  the  coasts  of  Central  and  South  America. 
These  brokers  cargoes  are  frequently  delayed  from  a  month 
to  six  weeks. 

It  had  been  thought  that  Balboa,  the  southern  terminus 
of  the  canal,  would  become  the  most  important  trans¬ 
shipping  port  of  the  canal  termini:  The  1.000-foot  pier*, 
extending  into  the  inner  harbor,  besides  two- long  shore- 
Imo  piers  were  planned  and  are  now  in  course  uf  in¬ 
struction.  Officials  now.  however,  are  of  the  opinion  that 
this  will  be  tar  more  than  Balboa  will  require  for  some 
years  to  come. 

It  was  expected  that  the  South  American  steamship  lines 
would  make  that  their  terminal  port  and  that  probably 
some  of  the  Atlantic  connecting  links  would  pass  through 
the  canal  to  deliver  their  cargoes  at  the  Balboa  docks. 
Also,  ]t  was  thought  that  the  cargo  which  did  no;  come 
through  t lie  canal  in  this  manner  won1''  Sc  handled  by 
the  Panama  railroad. 

The  South  American  steamship  lines,  however,  suddenly 
decided  to  pass  through  the  canal  and  pick  up  their  car¬ 
goes  at  the  Cristobal  terminals  because  they  learned  they 
could  use  the  canal,  paying  tile  tolL  on  a  ballast  basis  one 
way,  return  with  a  full  hold  and  do  it  cheaper  than  if  ;iu  v 
made  Balboa  their  terminal.  The  high  tides  at  the  Balboa 
terminals  also  had  much  to  do  with  their  division.  Be¬ 
sides.  freight  rates  on  the  Panama  railroad  are  said  to  be 
very  high. 
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FROM  ALL  POINTS 


According  to  a  suburban  'resident  of  Xew  York  City, 
ivti  e!a->  or  red -dipped  incandescent  lamps  do  not  attract 
UM'-puir.oo>  in  the  way  that  the  ordinary  white  light  does. 
Bv  installing  low  candlepower  red  lamps  on  porches  where 
only  general  illumination  is  necessary,  it  is  said  that  per¬ 
sons  may  enjoy  comparative  immunity  from  mosquitoes, 
]!>t  as  if  no  lamps  were  used. 

Two  buck  elks  in  the  city  herd  in  Glen  Miller  Park. 
Biehraond.  Inch,  fought  a  duel,  and  before  the  employees 
could  separate  them,  Teddy,  head  of  the  herd,  had  gored  to 
death  his  son.  a  two-year-old  buck.  Teddy  is  one  of  the 
finest  specimens  of  elk  in  the  country,  and  is  ten  years  old. 
ft  is  the  first  time  in  the  history  of  the  herd  that  a  buck 
ha-  offered  to  harm  its  offspring. 

Since  the  new  law  of  April  of  this  year,  authorizing 
militan  marriages  by  proxy,  came  into  force  in  France, 
over  700  such  marriages  have  been  performed.  The  law 
provided  that  two  months  must  elapse  between  the  applica¬ 
tion  for  authorization  and  the  performance  of  the  cere¬ 
mony.  One  result  of  this  delay  is  that  in  several  eases 
the  bridegroom  has  been  killed  on  t lie  battlefield  by  the 
time  the  proxy  marriage  took  place. 

A  man  in  ragged  clothes,  with  several  weeks'  growth  of 
heard,  and  apparently  demented,  has  been  captured  near 
Ogden,  Kan.-,  and  is  believed  to  be  the  “wild  man"  who 
has  been  sending  women  and  children  into  Inst  cries.  ITe 
we-  captured  by  using  a  lariat,  and  is  now  in  the  County 
Jail.  From  his  ravings  it  appears  that  lie  is  Finley  Bot- 
Fon  and  ha-  sonic  relative  by  t lie  name  of  Mrs.  Brown  in 
Arg  urine.  Kan.  lie  has  a  tattoo  mark,  '\F.  G.  B..‘  on 
his  right  arm.  v 


Mi-.  Fred  Smith,  of  Piinxsutawuey.  Pa.,  formerly  Miss 
Mary  Hadden,  has  fallen  heir  to  a  fortune  estimated  at 
Sri.  loo.onn.  h  was  bequeathed  her,  together  with  his 
In  me.  by  llarrv  Piams„  of  Buffalo,  who  died  April  20, 
UHL  Liams  and  Mrs.  Smith,  then  Miss  Hadden,  were 
engaged  to  be  married.  The  wedding  was  set  for  May  30. 
PM  !.  hut  Liams  was  then  dying.  His  will,  which  has  just 
been  made  public,  leaves  the  bulk  of  his  estate  to  his 
former  swoeth  art,  but  she  cannot  get  possession  until  she 
is  t  went  '  -three,  three  voars  from  now. 


The  g rea  mass  of  the  Tndian  workers  in  the  United 
State •  arc  engaged  in  a  comparatively  small  number  of 
oemi pat  ions.  The  latest  official  figures  show  that  85.1 
per  <•()’;.  of  the  total  number  of  gainfully  employed  In¬ 
dium  are  in  <e\en  occupation  groups — Agricultural  la- 
.  >5.5  per  cent.;  farmers  and  stock  raisers,  29.2  per 
cent.;  liu  bermon,  raftsmen  and  woodchoppers,  2.1  per 
cm;  .;  laia  rers  in  manufacturing  and  transportation,  (5.3 
js  r  eem. ;  ba-ketinakers  and  weavers,  7.4  per  cent.;  laun- 
derm-  and  laundresses,  1.1)  per  cent.,  and  servants  and 
Waiters,  2.6  per  cent. 


Epicures  in  the  United  States  consume  more  Spanish 
olives  than  do  the  cultivated  palates  of  all  the  other  coun¬ 
tries  combined.  The  latest  figures  obtainable  show  that 
the  annual  report  of  this  delicacy  from  Spain  is  9,281 
metric  tons,  valued  at  $1,252,938.  Of  this,  5,183  metric 
tons,  valued  at  $699, G41,  came  directly  to  Xew  York  and 
other  American  ports.  Argentina  was  second,  with  only 
1,240  metric  tons.  In  the  better  and  larger  variety  the 
United  States  leads  with  a  consumption  of  more  than 

three-fifths  of  the  product. 

.1 


Secretary  of  the  Xayy  Daniels  has  announced  that  he 
will  recommend  to  Congress  an  increase  of  nearly  3oo 
cadets  at  the  Naval  Academy.  He  said  that  the  proposal 
would  follow  logically  on  his  recommendation  for  an 
increase  in  the  size  of  the  navy's  enlisted,  personnel.  Owing 
to  the  fact,  the  Secretary  said,  that  not  mov  than  seventy 
per  cent,  of  the  applicants  for  admission  io  the  academy 
who  receive  appointments  ever  qualify  at  the  entrance  ex¬ 
aminations,  the  academv  had  never  the  total  number  of 
students  which  its  facilities  warrant.  The.  maximum  ca¬ 
pacity  of  the  academy  was  something  over  1.200.  but  at 
present  there  are  only  970  enrolled. 

The  electric  searchlight  is  now  considered  as  essential 
to  an  army  as  to  a  battleship,  says  the  American  Boy. 
All  the  armies  of  Europe  have  portable  searchlights.  the 
French  having  brought  them  to  an  especially  high  degree 
of  perfection.  The  field  searchlight  is  usually  carried  on 
one  motor  truck  and  tiie  generator  on  another,  a  quick 
connection  being  made  by  means  of  wires.  The  search¬ 
light  may  be  placed  in  a  most  exposed  spot,  and  both 
operator  and  generator  kept  in  a  sheltered  position.  The 
light  may  be  automatically  controlled  from  a  distance, 
and  thus,  though  the  enemy  center  their  fire  <>n  the  light, 
the  operator  is  not  endangered.  Those  field  searchlights 
are  filled  with  38-inv‘h  reflectors,  and  throw'  a  beam  of 
7,000  candle-power.  'These  searchlighis  will  illuminate 
objcei-  at  distances  of  a  mile  and  over. 

After  a  most  successful  summer  the  cod  fishing  fleet  is 
returning  to  Puget  Sound,  Wash..  fully  laden  with  fine, 
large  fish.  Tne  schooner  Wawona,  the  first  to  reach  Ana- 
oorle'L  made  the  record  catch  for  the  season,  258,323  cod. 
Thev  weighed  before  being  salted  approximately  550  tons. 
The  cruise  of  the  entire  fleet  of  about  eighty  schooners 
has  been  so  successful  that  many  were  forced  to  leave  for 
|  home  two  weeks  earlier  than  usual  because  of  being  well 
laclcn.  The  trip  to  the  cod  banks  off  Ihe  Aleutian  Islands 
began  the  latter  part  of  April  and  (lie  Wawona  was  fish¬ 
ing  on  May  8.  Of  the  record  catch.  First  Mate  Sam  Ost- 
man  was  the  high  lander,  having  dragged  in  10,129  cod¬ 
fish;  Second  Mate  Chris  Norwich  was  next,  with  12.992. 
Because  of  the  war  the  prepared  cod  will  bring  verv  high 
priee>.  It  is  estimated  that  the  catch  for  1915  will  he  the 
largest  ever  made  on  the  Pacific  coast.  Petwecn  2,000  and 
3,000  men  are  fishing  for  cod  this  season. 
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THE  BOY  WITHOUT  A  NAME 


BY  J.  P.  RICHARDS 

(A  Serial  Story) 

CHAPTER  I. 

THE  TROUBLE  OX  THE  COURTHOUSE  STEPS  AND  WIIAT 

FOLLOWED. 

It  was  a  pleasant  afternoon  in  the  city  of  New  York  a 
generation  ago,  at  about  five  o’clock,  when  the  evening 
papers  were  all  ont  and  the  tide  had  set  toward  uptown. 
The  newsboys  were  very  busy. 

Around  on  the  Chambers  street  side  of  the  “New”  Court¬ 
house,  part  way  up  the  long  flight  of  marble  steps,  stood 
a  boy  with  a  big  bundle  of  newspapers  under  his  arm, 
watching  for  customers  above  and  below. 

He  was  a  handsome,  bright-looking  boy  of  about  six¬ 
teen,  wearing  a  short  jacket  and  a  cloth  cap,  and  his 
clothes,  though  coarse,  were  neat;  and  showed  that  he  gave 
some  attention  to  them. 

Several  boys  were  jumping  from  the  great  marble  piers 
separating  the  various  flights  and  a  number  of  girls  were 
playing  on  the  steps,  this  part  of  the  park  with  the  lawns 
and  the  fountain  on  the  Broadway  side  being  considered 
by  them  as  their  legitimate  playground. 

"Well  up  toward  the  top  of  the  steps  a  girl  of  about 
seven,  with  a  small  stock  of  papers  under  one  ami,  was 
about  to  cross  from  one  balustrade  to  the  other,  when  a 
stout,  well-dressed  man,  with  dark  side-whiskers,  and  wear¬ 
ing  a  silk  hat,  came  hurrying  out  at  one  of  the  swinging 
doors  just  above  her,  and  dashed  down  the  steps,  utterly 
regardless  of  any  one. 

“Get  out  of  the  way  ! ”  he  cried  in  a  harsh  tone,  as  he 
swept  the  child  aside  with  one  arm,'  and  continued  on  Iris 
way  in  great  haste. 

The  child  lost  her  balance,  screamed,  pitched  headlong, 
and  would  have  rolled  down  the  entire  flight  bad  not  the 
boy  below  suddenly  seen  her  plight. 

He  had  started  up  the  steps  as  the  man  came  down, 
hoping  to  sell  him  a  paper,  and  saw  the  whole  affair. 

Dashing  up  at  full  speed,  he  caught  the  child  before 
she  had  fallen  far.  and  arrested  her  progress. 

Then  he  turned  io  the  man  who  had  endangered  her 
limbs,  if  not  her  life,  and  said  angrily: 

“Look  here,  yon  old  slouch,  why  can’t  3*011  watch  where 
you're  goin’?  You  don’t  own  the  whole  steps,  do  yer?” 

Others  who  had  seen  the  occurrence  came  hurrying  to 
the  spot,  and  the  man  suddenly  found  his  way  blocked. 

“Don't  you  talk  that  way  to  me,  you  young  vagabond,” 
he  said.  “Yon. brats  are  a  nuisance  on  the  steps.  You’ve 
no  business  hero,  anyhow.  (Jet  out  of  the  way.” 

“Say,  are  you  Boss  Tweed  or  Jim  Fisk,  that  you  think 
you  own  the  place?”  retorted  the  boy.  “We  got  as  much 
light  here  as  anybody,  an’  you  nor  no  one  else  ain't  goin’ 
ter  run  over  ns.  Yer  mighter  killed  the  kid,  coinin'  down 
so  careless.” 

“1  don't  know  that  it  would  have  made  much  difference 


if  I  had,”  growled  the  other,  pushing  his  way  down  the 
steps  through  the  gathering  crowd.  “Here,  give  me  all 
the  papers,  and  shut  up.” 

The  boy  quickly  handed  out  six  or  seven  papers,  which 
the  man  took  all  in  a  bunch,  and  gave  him  a  silver  quarter 
in  return. 

‘That’s  all  right ;  keep  the  change,”  he  said,  and  then 
hurried  on,  scattering  the  papers  he  had  just  bought  right 
and  left. 

The  bo}rs  made  a  scramble  to  secure  them,  and  in  the 
confusion  lost  sight  of  the  man,  who  walked  rapidly  along 
Chambers  street  and  turned  up  Broadway. 

“Hey,  Ben,  here's  some  0’  vour  papers.  Want  'em?” 

“Say,  wot  was  de  blokie  up  to,  anyhow,  in  such  a 
hurry  ?” 

“Did  lie  hurt  Lizzie  an}T,  or  just  scare  her?  Dem  sports 
is  too  fresh.” 

“No,  I  ain't  hurt  much,”  said  the  child,  “but  I  would 
ha’  been  if  it  hadn’t  been  for  Ben  cat  chin’  me.” 

“Say,  Bowery,  you’re  a  daisy !  I  wisht  I  could  sell  pa¬ 
pers  like  dat.” 

“It’s  all  right,”  returned  Ben.  “Lizzie  got  a  hump  on 
her  forehead,  but  she’d  got  it  woise  if  I  hadn’t  been 
there.  These  high-toned  frauds  is  too  breezy.” 

“Who  was  he,  Ben;  ever  see  him  before?” 

“No.  1  guess  he  don’t  come  here  reg’lar.  If  he  did  he 
wouldn’t  be  so  fresh.  You  run  to  the  fountain,  Lizzie, 
put  j*er  hankercher  in  the  water  an’  tie  it  ’round  yer  Tore- 
head  an’  you'll  be  all  hunky.” 

Then  Ben  ran  up  the  steps,  caught  one  regular  and 
three  or  four  transient  customers,  and  at  last  came  down 
to  the  street,  as  there  were  more  persons  passing  than  there 
were  coming  from  the  Courthouse. 

An  hour  and  a  half  later  he  dropped  in  at  a  cheap  res¬ 
taurant  in  what  was  then  Chatham  street,  the  place  being 
named  after  a  famous  New  York  politician,  and  ordered 
his  supper,  having  disposed  of  his  supply  of  papers. 

The  place  was  full  of  men  in  rough  clothes,  boys  in 
their  shirt  sleeves  and  showily  dressed  men  of  doubtful 
reputation.  The  clatter  of  dishes  and  the  calling  of  or¬ 
ders  was  incessant,  the  air  reeked  with  the  smell  of  boiled 
meats,  fried  bacon,  stewed  cabbage  and  rank  coffee,  and 
the  confusion,  to  one  who  desired  quiet  at  his  meals,  would 
have  been  simply  unbearable. 

Bacon  and,  turned  over,  tea  B’s  an'  coffee,  home- 
rnaile  peach  ter  come,  said  Ben  all  in  a  breath  to  the 
slovenly  waiter  who  chanced  to  come  up  as  he  slid  into  an 
unoccupied  scat  in  a  corner  near  the  door,  seats  being  at 
a  premium  at  that  time. 

Having  disposed  of  his  bacon  and  eggs,  biscuits,  coffee 
and  pie,  and  paid  his  cheek  at  the  counter,  Ben  passed 
into  the  street  and  turned  in  the  direction  of  the  Bowery, 
where  he  lived,  and  which  was  not  at  that  time  darkened 
by  the  elevated  railroads,  as  it  was  not  many  years  later. 

He  had  nearly  reached  Chatham  Square  when  ho  met 
I  lie  man  who  had  knocked  down  the  little  girl  on  the 
Courthouse  stops  nearly  two  hours  before. 

“1  sav,  boy;  I  want  to  see  you."  the  man  said,  step¬ 
ping  in  front  of  Ben.  “Come  in  here,”  taking  the  bov 
by  the  arm  and  pushing  aside  the  swinging  doors  of  a 
saloon. 


(To  he  continued) 
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BIGGEST  TURBINE  IN  WORLD. 

The  largest  single-unit  turbine  in  existence  is  at  the 
Waterside  Station  of  the  New  York  Edison  Company.  It 
lias  a  capacity  of  40,000  horsepower,  is  57  feet  long,  20 
feet  across  and  14  feet  high.  Its  total  weight  is  975,000 
pounds.  It  is  known  as  a  30,000  K.  IV.  ten-stage  high- 
pressure  Curtis  turbine.  It  operates  at  1,500  revolutions 
a  minute,  but  is  almost  soundless. 


POSTBALL,  THE  NEWEST  IN  GAMES. 

A  new  game,  known  as  postball,  is  finding  favor  among 
the  Y.  M.  C.  A.  men  of  Philadelphia.  It  closely  resem¬ 
bles  baseball,  but  instead  of  batting  the  ball  each  player 
on  a  team  throws  the  ball  at  a  post.  If  he  misses  it  three 
times  he  is  out,  but  if  he  hits  the  target  the  ball  is  fielded 
by  the  opposing  side  as  it  carroms  off  the  post,  and  the 
runner  tries  to  beat  the  throw  to  first  base. 


MAN  TAKES  HORSE’S  PLACE. 

William  Sanford  heard  there  was  work  in  the  Shelbyville 
cauning  factory.  He  hitched  his  horse  to  a  spring  wagon, 
took  his  wife  in  the  seat  beside  him,  whistled  to  his  dog 
and  started  out.  Twelve  miles  from  Columbus,  Ind.,  the 
horse  fell  dead.  Sanford  pulled  the  carcass  to  one  side  of 
the  road,  got  into  the  shafts  himself  and,  with  his  wife  and 
dog  walking  along  for  encouragement,  he  pulled  the  wagon 
back  to  Columbus. 


GLASS  EYE  FOR  BABY. 

When  Mrs.  E.  F.  Gaeckler,  wife  of  a  St.  Joseph,  Mo., 
merchant,  noticed  that  one  of  the  eyes  of  her  three-months- 
old  baby  was  irritated,  she  took  the  child  to  a  physician. 
He  found  nothing  wrong  with  the  eye. 

The  child  continued  to  cry  and  the  mother  took  it  to  an 
oculist,  who  removed  a  concave  glass  that  fitted  snugly 
over  the  eveball.  A  three-vcar-old  sister  had  taken  a  glass 
from  a  toy  car's  eye  and  placed  it  in  the  baby's  eye  because 
she  thought  it  prettier. 

$7,000  IN  COUNTERFEIT  STAMPS. 

The  recent  appearance  of  $2  counterfeit  internal  revenue 
stamps  on  wine  barrels  in  the  Italian  district  on  the  lower 
West  Side,  New  York,  resulted  in  the  arrest  of  five  men 
and  the  confiscation  of  $7,000.  worth  of  stamps  and  several 
dies,  after  a  police  raid  on  a  Sullivan  street  printing  es¬ 
tablishment. 

On  a  tip  that  a  large  distribution  of  stamps  would  be 
made,  detectives  and  secret  service  men  stationed  them¬ 
selves  near  the  printing  shop  door.  A  man  who  said  he 
was  Albert  Oallesi  soon  emerged  with  a  bundle  under  his 
arm,  and,  looking  up  and  down  the  street,  rapidly  walked 
away.  One  detective  seized  him.  The  rest  ran  indoors, 
w'a-ra  they  found  three  others. 

Oallesrg  bundle,  the  police  say,  contained  a  die  and 
$2,000  worth  of  stamps.  Five  thousand  dollars’  worth 
was  found  inside.  Another  prisoner,  Dorio  Nioletesi,  was 
arrested  at  his  saloon,  charged  with  aiding  the  others. 


EDIBLE  SNAILS  IN  THE  UNITED  STATES. 

Snail  culture  apparently  has  not  yet  made  a  beginning 
in  this  country,  the  few  snails  found  On  the  market  here 
being  brought  over  from  Europe  alive  in  barrels  and 
casks  and  sold  by  fish  dealers  in  our  large  cities.  Writing 
in  the  last  Year  Book  of  the  Department  of  Agriculture, 
Mr.  E.  W.  Rust  suggests  that  the  opportunities  for  snail- 
growing  are  really  much  better  in  the  United  States 
than  in  Europe.  While  in  the  Old  World,  the  snail- 
grower  generally  has  but  a  small  piece  of  land  on  which 
the  snails  must  be  confined  by  a  fence  of  special  design, 
and  where  they  must  be  regularly  fed,  in  this  country 
there  is  an  abundance  of  waste  land  where  these  creatures 
might  be  successfully  raised  without  attention,  and  as 
they  do  not  wander  far,  they  would  not  need  to  be  con¬ 
fined.  Mr.  Rust  states  that  the  Mississippi  Valley  offers 
ideal  conditions  for  snail  culture.  There  is  no  reason 
why  snails  should  not  be  used  to  some  extent  as  a  sub¬ 
stitute  for  oysters,  which  they  resemble  in  flavor.  Their 
feediug  habits  do  not,  as  in  the  case  of  oysters,  involve 
the  possible  danger  of  infection  with  typhoid  and  other 
diseases. 


THE  LARGEST  HERD. 

In  the  territory  of  Mackenzie,  Canada’s  largest  wilder¬ 
ness  region,  which  is  larger  than  Alaska  and  twice  the  area 
of  the  State  of  Texas,  is  living  the  largest  single  herd  of 
animals  in  the  world  to-day,  writes  Francis  J.  Dickie  in 
Our  Dumb  Animals.  They  are  the  Barren  Land  caribou, 
and,  according  to  experts,  number  some  thirty  million 
head — a  number  that  makes  them  greater  than  were  ever 
the  buffalo  of  the  plains.  An  old  prospector  tells  the  fol¬ 
lowing  story  of  the  animals : 

“In  the  spring  of  1911  I  was  camped  at  Fort  Norman 
on  the  Mackenzie  River  (this  point  is  about  1,400  miles 
from  a  railway).  The  caribou  were  passing  at  the  time. 
I  was  camped  for  two  weeks,  and  all  that  time,  night  and 
day,  they  passed  within  a  quarter  of  a  mile  of  my  tent.  I 
have  no  idea  how  many  there  were,  but  they  marched  in 
loose  order  perhaps  a  quarter  of  a  mile  deep  and  were  as 
far  back  as  the  eye  could  see. 

Buffalo  Jones,  Ernest  Thompson  Seton  and  various  other 
noted  experts  who  have  accurate  and  first-hand  knowledge 
of  the  country,  coupled  with  their  knowledge  of  animals, 
estimate  the  herd  to  be  in  the  neighborhood  of  30,000,000 
head. 

That  some  day  a  railway  will  penetrate  through  this 
land  to  the  shores  of  the  Arctic  now  seems  likely,  in  face 
of  the  rapid  spread  of  railroad  building.  When  this  time 
comes,  will  these  millions  of  caribou  fare  as  their  brother 
animals,  the  buffalo,  did  on  the  great  plains  to  the  south¬ 
ward?  It  appears  altogether  likely,  as  it  seems  wherever 
man  goes  the  animals  of  the  wild  must  perish.  It  would 
be  rather  hard  on  the  patience  of  some  Northern  engineer 
to  have  to  halt  his  train  for  a  period  of  days  or  weeks  while 
waiting  the  passing  of  some  of  this  vast  herd  as  it  made 
its  way  leisurely  across  the  tracks. 
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INTERESTING  TOPICS 


Lands  in  the  Republic  of  Costa  Rica  suitable  for  the 
cultivation  of  bananas  and  within  reach  of  railroad  trans¬ 
portation  range  in  price  from  $35  to  $40  United  States 
currency  per  hectare  (2.4?  acres).  All  banana  lands  worth 
while — that  is,  adaptable  and  near  transportation — have 
been  filed  on  and  title  secured.  The  several  owners  are 
now  holding  them  at  the  prices  quoted. 


Eighty  acres  of  land  cleared  and  cultivated  without  a 
horse  setting  foot  on  the  place  is  the  record  made  by  W. 
C.  Wyckoff,  a  former  Bloomington,  Ill.,  farmer,  who  lo¬ 
cated  at  Crivitz,  in  Marinette  County,  Wis.,  last  year. 
His  farm  was  entirely  raw  land  in  the  spring  of  1914. 
Wyckoff  says  this  is  the  age  of  power.  He  has  an  eleven- 
ton  tractor,  and  whether  the  task  is  clearing  land,  level¬ 
ing.  plowing,  disking,  harrowing  or  harvesting,  the  tractor 
furnishes  the  power.  When  he  goes  to  town  Wyckoff  drives 
an  auto. 


Tests  conducted  in  Great  Britain  have  shown  that  the 
use  of  rubber  tires  on  the  huge  wheels  of  steam  tractors 
greatly  increases  the  efficiency  of  the  vehicles.  Before  the 
war,  no  one  dreamed  of  putting  rubber  tires  on  the  broad 
wheels  of  the  tractors,  but  rubber  is  cheap  in  England  and 
tires  of  that  material  were  tried  out.  The  results  have 
been  so  surprisingly  good  that  the  majority  of  the  big 
tractors,  both  in  Great  Britain  and  behind  the  battle  lines 
in  Flanders,  have  been  rubber-tired.  The  tractors  former¬ 
ly  had  either  steel  or  wooden  plug  tires. 


Moab  Turner,  seventy-seven  years  old,  of  Newcastle, 
Ind.,  was  buried  in  a  coffin  he  had  made  thirty  years  ago 
■when  he  suffered  his  first  stroke  of  paralysis.  It  was  built 
from  a  great  walnut  chest,  which  had  been  in  his.  family 
for  years.  The  coffin  has  been  in  the  care  of  a  local  un¬ 
dertaker  for  the  last  ten  years.  Turner,  who  was  eccen¬ 
tric  and  arranged  his  own  funeral,  lived  in  Tennessee 
when  the  Civil  War  broke  out.  He  was  conscripted  by  the 
South,  and  after  six  months’  service  succeeded  in  having 
himself  taken  prisoner  so  that  he  could  join  the  Union 
army.  He  was  captured  at  Cumberland  Gap,  exchanged, 
saw  service  daily  in  the  Atlanta  campaign  and  was  again 
captured. 


Japanese  rubber  factories  are  working  at  top  speed  at 
present  endeavoring  to  capture  the  Far  Eastern  market 
before  the  British  and  German  manufacturers  can  again 
become  competitors.  Heretofore,  American  manufacturers 
have  been  too  busy  in  the  home  market  to  bother  about 
establishing  a  market  for  their  tires  in  Asia  and  Aus¬ 
tralia,  and  unless  steps  are  taken  along  these  lines  in  the 
immediate  future,  they  will  find  the  market  pre-empted 
by  the  Japanese.  Japan  imported  about  2,600,000  pounds 
of  rubber  in  1913  and  1914,  while  in  the  previous  years 
only  about  2,000,000  pounds  were  used  annually.  The 
capital  invested  in  the  industry  is  $2,600,000  and  the 
workingmen  number  about  4,000, 


How  little  the  bayonet  is  used  by  the  Germans  in  tliisJI 

’  Reft -I 


war  is  shown  by  the  fact  that  of  the  first  1,000  soldier; 
treated  in  the  American  Red  Cross  Hospital  at  Paightot 
only  six  had  been  wounded  by  bayonets.  About  59  per 
cent,  of  the  shrapnel  shell,  grenade  or  gunshot  wounds 
were  found  to  be  non -perforating.  Not  counting  frac¬ 
tures,  the  wounds  were  located  as  follows:  Head,  G4; 
neck,  8  ;  trunk,  122;  upper  extremity,  132;  lower  extremi¬ 
ty,  241;  central  and  peripheral  nerve  injuries,  11;  circula¬ 
tory,  1.  Heart  trouble  and  rheumatic  fever  were  most 
frequently  observed.  The  average  time  elapsing  between 
the  injury  and  the  first  field  dressing  of  the  wound  was 
about  six  and  a  half  hours.  Thirty-five  of  the  1,000 
wounded  were  unfit  ever  to  return  to  duty,  and  those  who 
did  return  -were,  on  an  average,  about  twenty-three  days 
on  sick  leave.  Only  three  of  the  thousand  died. 


Capt.  Robert  W.  Mueller,  former  teller  of  the  First  Na¬ 
tional  Bank  of  Milwaukee  and  commander  of  Troop  A,  a 
crack  cavalry  company  of  Milwaukee,  Wis.,  and  his  wife 
have  been  murdered  at  their  summer  home  fifteen  miles 
from  Princeton,  Wis.  Their  bodies  were  found  in  the 
ruins  of  the  house,  which  had,  been  set  on  fire  by  the  slay¬ 
ers.  The  motive  for  the  murder  of  the  couple,  who  were 
popular  in  Milwaukee  social  circles,  is  a  mystery,  though 
robbery  is  suggested  by  the  fact  that  they  were  known  to 
be  wealthy.  Not  a  trace  of  the  slayers  or  a  clew  of  any 
kind  has  been  found.  The  Muellers  were  alone  at  their 
place  without  servants,  and  no  one  saw  the  fire  until  the 
house  was  destroyed.  Neighbors  found  the  ruins  of  the 
house  and  later  took  from  the  ashes  the  two  charred  bodies. 
The  Mueller  home  was  nearly  fifteen  miles  from  the  near¬ 
est  town,  on  the  shore  of  L^ke  Pucka  way.  It  is  believed 
that  the  home  was  burned  some  time  during  the  night. 


the  Indians  living  near  the  Mesa  A  erde  in  southwestern 
Colorado  are  interested  in  the  outcome  of  their  predictions 
about  the  telephone  line  which  the  Government  has  just 
completed  from  Mancos,  Colo.,  on  the  Denver  and  Rio 
Grande  lailioad,  into  the  Mesa  \  erde  National  Park. 
They  declare  that  the  poles  won't  stand  and  that  the  wires 
won  t  talk.  When  asked  why,  they  solemnly  reply  that 
the  “little  'people”  will  permit  no  such  uncanny  things  to 
come  so  near  their  ancient  homes.  Nor  can  they  be°per- 
suaded  to  the  contrary.  The  white  men  will  see  for  them¬ 
selves  pretty  soon.  The  Indians  live  in  great  awe  of  the 
prehistoric  dwellings  of  the  Mancos  Valley,  savs  the  Rail¬ 
road  Red  Book.  They  will  not  believe  that  it  was  Pueblo 
Indians,  or  any  Indians  in  fact.  who.  so  long  ago  that  th 
oldest  traditions  describe  them  as  they  now  are,  carve 
these  wonderful  cities  out  of  the  cliffs.  They  believe  th 
spirits  built  the  cliff  dwellings,  and  that  spirits  still  ii 
habit  them.  They  reverently  call  these  spirits  the  “littl- 
people.  For  ibis  reason  it  difficult  to  induce  Indi  • 
to  appioai  h  the  cl  ill  dwellings.  Whether  or  not  the  con* 
tiuued  success  of  the  Govcrumcut  telephone  line  will  s 
their  superstitious  faith  remains  to  be  seen 
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BRIEF  BUT  POINTED  ITEMS 

Experiments  have  been  conducted  at  Alexandria,  Va., 
with  a  huge  flying  boat  which  weighs  about  2,300  pounds, 
and  is  said  to  have  a  carrying  capacity  of  twenty  passen¬ 
gers.  It  is  reported  that  it  can  make  a  speed  of  sixty 

miles  an  hour. 


One  of  the  rubber  companies  of  Stockholm  is  renting 
automobile  tires  by  the  day  to  owners  of  ears,  because  of 
the  shortage  of  tires  throughout  Sweden,  so  Charge  d'Af- 
faires  Cafferv  has  reported  to  'Washington.  Many  oars  in 
Stockholm  are  out  of  use.  It  is  estimated  that  about 
160  ears  will  be  able  to  continue  to  run  until  November, 
but  not  longer,  unless  the  tire  shortage  is  relieved. 


According  to  the  last  Federal  census  there  were  at  that 
time  13,394,213  foreign-born  whites  in  the  United  States. 
Those  who  could  not  speak  English  and  were  over  twenty- 
one  years  of  age  numbered  2,565,013.  The  number  ol  il¬ 
literates  was  1,650,361.  No  less  than  35,614  over  twenty  - 


Schultz  lived  among  the  Blaokfoot  Indians  and  was  adopt¬ 
ed  with  the  name  Api  IN  uni,  or  Spotted  Robe.  He  has 
seen  the  Indian  names  disappear  and  the  mountains,  rivers 
and  peaks  receive  the  names  of  white  men.  ‘"One  day  this 
summer,"  he  said,  “a  rather  prominent  man  and  his  little 
daughter  were  stopping  at  Glacier  National  Park.  He 
wanted  to  name  something.  A  falls  there  had  as  yet  re¬ 
ceived  no  name.  So  the  name  of  Ids  little  daughter 
Frances  was  used.  One  beautiful  lake,  McDermott  Lake, 
would,  according  to  t ho  new  order,  receive  the  name  of  the 
Fighting  Women's  Lake,  because  of  old  traditions.  A 
mountain  would  be  called  Little  Dog  Mountain.  The 
white  names  mean  nothing/’  explained  Mr.  Schultz,  “while 
the  names  the  Indians  would  give  would  be  explanatory, 
besides  being  beautiful.” 


JOKES  AND  JESTS 

Counsel — I'm  sorry  1  couldn't  do  more  for  you.  Con¬ 
victed  Client — Don't  mention  it,  gov'nor;  ain't  five  years 
enough ? 

Bill — Jake  said  he  was  going  to  break  up  the  suffragette 
meeting  the  other  night.  Were  his  plans  carried  out? 
Dill — No;  Jake  was. 

“How  do  you  tell  mushrooms  from  toadstools?”  “I 
wait  till  next  morning.  If  Um  here,  they  were  mush¬ 
rooms.  If  I'm  in  heaven,  they  were  toadstools." 

Sonnv — Aw.  pop,  I  don't  wanter  study  arithmetic.  Pop 
— What  !  a -son  of  mine  grow  up  and  not  be  able  to  figure 
up  baseball  scores  and  batting  averages?  Never! 

Tommy's'  Mamma — T  bear  little  Willie  Green  lias  moved 
away.  Do  von  miss  him.  my  dear?  Tommy — 5  on  bet  1 
do!  He  was  the  only  kid  in  the  block  1  could  lick. 


one  years  old  were  attending  school,  while  the  number  of 
students  between  the  ages  of  fifteen  and  twenty  was  102,- 
639.  There  were  6. 647,’ 8 17  men  of  voting  ago.  of  whom 


3,034,11 7  had  been  naturalized  and  2,266.535  were -aliens, 
the  citizenship  of  the  remainder  not  being  reported. 


Over  69,000  square  miles  of  hostile  territory,  an  area 
approximately  equal  to  that  of  Missouri,  are  now  occupied 
by  the  Germans,  says  a  report  from  the  American  Asso¬ 
ciation  of  Commerce  and  Trade  of  Berlin.  It  is  distribut¬ 
ed  as  follows;  In  Belgium,  11,197  square  miles;  in 
France,  8,108  square  miles;  in  Russia,  50,197  square  miles. 
The  Allies,  the  report  estimates,  occupy  4,266  square  miles 
of  hostile  territory  (about  the  area  of  Connecticut),  3.861 
miles  in  Galicia  and  405  miles  in  Alsace-Lorraine.  I  he 
report  adds  that  the  total  of  prisoners  taken  by  the  cen¬ 
tral  power-  was  1,694,869,  including  8,790  qfiieers.  It 
placed  the  number  of  field  piece-  captured  at  8.000  and  of 


machine  gun-  at  3,000. 


Blaokfoot  Indian  names  arc  to  be  substituted  for  the 
,u-  men’s  names  in  Montana  in  a  bill  to  be  presented 
.  (  on  gross  this  year,  according  to  James  Willard  Schultz, 
author  of  books  on  Indian  life.  For  twenty-six  years  Mr. 


Mi--  Ncverstop,  seating  herself  between  two  .much-en¬ 
grossed  elderly  gentlemen,  exclaims:  “A  rose  between  two 
thorns.”  “Nay,  madam,”  retorts  one;  “say  rather  a  tongue 
sandwich." 


“And  vou  wouldn't  begin  a  journey  on  Friday?”  “Not 
1."  “1  can't  understand  how  you  can  have  faith  in  such 

a  silly  superstition."  “No  superstition  about  it.  Satur¬ 
day's  my  pay-day.’’ 


*  “1  may  seem  a  brute,  Mabel,”  said  the  innocent  youns 
man,  “but  1  ought  to  tell  you  that  last  night,  at  youi 
party,  your  sister  promised  to  marry  me.  Mill  you  for¬ 
give  me  for  taking  her  away?"  “Forgive  your  re  pi  ice 
she;  “why,  that's  what  the  party  was  for! 

A  minister  wa-  addressing  a  school-class  recently,  a  no 
was  trying  to  enforce  the  doctrine  that  the  heait-  of  the 
lilt  It'  ones  were  sinful  and  needed  regulaling.  taking 
out  bis  watch  and  holding  it  up,  he  said:  "Now,  here  is 
my  watch  ;  suppose  il  doesn't  keep  good  time — now  goes 
too  fast,  and  now  loo  slow— -what  shall  I  do  with  it? 
“Sell  it!”  shouted  the  class  in  unison. 
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THE  NEWS  IN  SHORT  ARTICLES 


RUSSIANS  HAVE  BATH  CARS. 

A  new  feature  in  the  equipment  of  the  Russian  army 
which  is  already  receiving  favorable  consideration  from 
American  employers  of  large  bodies  of  men  in  remote 
places  is  the  bath  car  or  train,  which  makes  it  possible  for 
every  man  to  have  the  luxury  of  a  bath,  which  would  be 
otherwise  impossible,  says  The  Peoria  Transcript. 

The  bath  train  goes  from  one  post  to  another  and  its 
arrival  is  eagerly  welcomed  by  the  soldiers.  Plenty  of  hot 
and  cold  water  tubs  and  shower  baths,  as  well  as  small 
basins  for  those  who  prefer  the  old-fashioned  sponge  bath, 
are  provided.  Before  entering  the  bath  cars  the  soldiers 
pass  through  a  towel  car,  where  each  receives  a  deary 
towel  and  a  piece  of  soap.  Several  of  these  trains  also 
have  laundry  cars  in  which  the  soldiers  are  permitted  to 
wash  their  underwear  and  dry  it  quickly  in  a  hot  closet 
while  they  wait. 

The  bath  train  is  under  the  direction  of  army  surgeons, 
who’ examine  the  men  physically  and  prevent  any  one  suf¬ 
fering  from  illness  likely  to  be  aggravated  by  a  bath  from 
indulging  in  the  luxury.  They  also  are  responsible  for  the 
care  taken  of  any  contagious  disease  which  might  be  spread 
by  promiscuous  use  of  the  baths.  The  best  sanitary  pre¬ 
cautions  are  observed,  so  that  the  batli  train  is  an  active 
feature  in  promoting  the  health  of  the  men  within  reach 
of  it. 


CIVIL  WAR  PENSIONS. 

.  Discussing  the  question  of  war  pensions  a  correspondent 
of  the  Londoji  Lancet  points  out  that  in  the  American 
Civil  War  the  number  of  persons  in  the  military  and 
naval  service  of  the  United  States  is  estimated  at  2,213,- 
363.  The  number  of  survivors  now  on  the  pension  roll  is 
officially  stated  to  be  less  than  500,000. 

“It  is  evident,”  says  the  Lancet’s  contributor,  “that 
seventv-livc  per  cent,  or  more  of  those  who  rendered  ser¬ 
vice  in  the  Civil  War  are  deceased.  The  aifnual  death 
rate  of  the  survivors  is  nearly  seven  per  cent,  and  the 
average  age  is  approximately  seventy-one  years. 

“The  pension  roll  of  the  Revolutionary  War,  in  which 
it  has  been  estimated  there  were  engaged  about  300,000, 
was  cleared  off  in  1906,  when  the  last  widow  pensioner, 
named  Esther  S.  Damon,  of  Plymouth  Union,  Vt.,  died 
on  Nov.  11,  aged  ninety-two  years;  but  the  last  actual 
survivor  of  Hie  Revolution  died  on  April  5,  1869,  aged 
109  years  6  months  and  8  days,  at  Freedom,  Catteraugus 
County,  N.  Y.,  by  name  Daniel  F.  Bakeman.  The  last 
surviving  pensioned  soldier  of  the  War  of  1812  with 
Great  Britain,  when  605,000  troops  were  engaged,  died 
on  May  13,  1905,  aged  105  years  and  16  days.  His  name 
was  Hiram  (Tonk,  of  Ava,  X.  Y.  There  were,  however, 
in  1912,  at  the  beginning  of  the  year,  279  widows  of  the 
War  of  1812  receiving  pensions,  but  at  the  end  of  1912 
forty -one  had  died,  leaving  238  widows  then  surviving. 
All  the  above  figures  are  quoted  from  the  official  state¬ 
ment*.”  1 


ACROSS  THE  BAIKAL. 

There  are  only  four  lakes  larger  than  the  Baikal,  in  Si¬ 
beria. — Lake  Superior,  Lake  Michigan,  Lake  Huron  and  . 
Lake  Nyanza.  In  shape  and  length  it  is  a  flattened-out 
crescent.  Some  of  the  mountains  in  its  neighborhood  are 
very  beautiful,  but  they  do  not  rise  more  than  4,500  feet 
above  the  water.  The  scenery  is  compared  by  some  to  that 
of  certain  parts  of  Scotland.  The  mountains  form  more 
than  eighty  capes,  most  of  which  have  received  their  names' 
from  some  particular  plant,  tree  or  fish  that  happens  to  be 
found  there.  The  neighborhood  around  Lake.  Baikal  is  of 
a  volcanic  nature.  In  Irkutsk  an  earthquake  was  felt  r 
about  a  year  ago  which  disturbed  the  sick  in  their 
beds. 


In  winter  the  ice  on  the  lake  has  the  peculiarity  that  it 
closes  together  after  having  been  cut  through.  This  is  a 
result  of  the  continual  pressure  of  water  from  the  sides 
and  of  its  many  currents.  The  River  Angara  flows  through 
the  entire  length  of  the  lake.  Of  the  336  rivers  that  flow 
into  the  Baikal  this  river  is  the  only  one  that  flows  out. 
There  are  also  volcanic  forces  working  below;  hence  the 
tradition  that  a  drowning  man  is  thrown  out,  rather  than 
sucked  in,  as  would  be  the  case  in  other  waters. 

The  land  on  the  further  side  of  the  Baikal  is  rich  in 
naphtha  springs.  The  way  in  which  the  presence  of  naph¬ 
tha  was  discovered  is  curious.  Near  the  mouth  of  the 
River  Tourka  a  substance  like  wax  is  frequently  to  be 
found  floating  on  the  water.  The  natives  call  it  “baikerit,” 
or  sea  wax,  and  employ  it  as  an  external  remedy  for  rheu¬ 
matism.  It  burns  quickly,  with  a  clear  flame,  and  forms 
much  soot.  M.  Chamarin,  of  Irkutsk,  collected  some  of 
this  substance  for  analyzation  and  distilled  from  it  a  yel¬ 
low  oil  containing  all  the  properties  of  an  excellent  petro¬ 
leum. 

In  winter,  when  the  lake  is  crossed  by  sleigh,  the  ice 
becomes  three  and  a  half  feet  thick,  but  owing  to  the  con¬ 
tinual  and  violent  movement  of  the  water  it  freezes  slowly, 
and  the  surface  is  not  completely  covered  with  ice  till  the 
end  of  December.  Iif  spite  of  the  great  thickness  of  the 
ice,  immense  fissures  aud  heaps  of  broken  ice  are  con¬ 
tinually  forming;  the  fissures  are  often  as  much  as  six 
feet  wide  and  more  than  a  mile  long.  Their  formation  is 
accompanied  by  a. loud  cracking  sound,  as  loud  as  thun¬ 
der;  water  at  once  fills  them  and  forms  a  kind  of  river. 
In  about  a  week  or  fortnight  this  river  freezes,  but  at  the 
same  time  new  fissures  are  formed  in  other  directions.  In 
spring  the  ice  takes  two  months  to  melt. 

There  is  a  remarkable  kind  of  fish  said  to  be  found  only 
in  the  Baikal.  It  is  called  golomianka  and  exists  only  iii 
the  deepest  parts,  very  far  below  the  surface.  It  lias  never 
been  seen  alive,  for  when  it  arises  to  the  sunlight  it  ex¬ 
pires.  There  are  also  several  kinds  of  sponge  peculiar  to 
this  lake.  They  are  of  a  rich-green  color  and  contain 
chlorophyl.  People  use  them  in  their  natural  state  to 
clean  the  copper  of  their  samovars,  while  silver  merchant* 
in  Irkutsk  use  them  dry  to  polish  silver. 


k  BURNING  CIGARETTE.  | 

The  greatest  trick  ' 
joke  out.  A  perfect 
imitation  of  a  smoul- 
eriuc  cigarette  with  bright  red  fire.  It  fools 
he  wisest.  Send  10c.  and  we  will  mail  it, 
YOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 

MARBLE  VASE. 

A  clever  and  puzzling  effect,  i 
easy  to  do;  the  apparatus  can 
be  minutely  examined.  Effect: 

A  marble  can  be  made  to  pass 
from  the  hand  into  the  closed 
vase,  which  a  moment  before 
was  shown  empty.  This  is  a 
beautiful  enameled  turned  wood  vase. 

Price.  20c. 

c  BEHR,  150  W.  62d  St.,  New  York  City. 


TRICK  MATCHES.  [ 

Consist  of  a  Swedish  safety  j 
box,  filled  with  matches,  j 
which  will  not  light.  Just  j 
the  thing  to  cure  the  match 
borrowing  habit.  Price,  5c„ 
postpaid. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 

CRAWLING  BUGS 

These  giant  beetles  are  beauti¬ 
fully  enameled  in  natural,  brilliant 
colors.  There  is  a  roller  under¬ 
neath,  actuated  by  hidden  springs. 
When  the  roller  is  wound  up  the 
bug  crawls  about  in  the  most  life¬ 
like  manner.  Try  one  on  the  maid 
if  you  want  to  enjoy  yourself. 
Price,  12c.  each,  by  mail,  postpaid.  ! 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26tli  St.,  N.  Y.  ' 


'OBACCO  HABITi7oneine*B?,,ier 


TbKSMWW  HMDI  S  it  easily  lag  days, 

improve  your  health,  prolong  your  life.  No  more  itomach 
trouble,  so  foul  breath,  no  heart  weaknes*.  Regain  manly 
vigor,  calm  nerves,  clear  eyes  and  superior  mental  strength. 
Whether  you  ehew;  or  raolto  pipe,  cigarettes,  sigara,  get  my  la- 
tereiting  Tobaeco  Book.  Worth  It.  weight  In  gold.  Mailed  tree. 

E.  J.  WOODS.  228  H  Station  E.  New  York.  N.  Y. 


i  rr  ASS  PEN. — Patent  glass  pen,  with  nice 
din  writes  like  any  ordinary  pen;  each  put 
up  in  wooden  box.  Price,  10c.,  postpaid. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 


IMITATION  GOLD  TI55TH, 


€eld  pfated  tooth,  shape  made  so  that  It 
will  fit  any  tooth.  Price,  5c.,  postpaid. 

H.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 

GOOD  LUCK  PUZZLE. 

It  consists  of  three  horse- 
^ SSfe,  tshoes  fastened  together. 

Tgi  Only  a  very  clever  person 
YLFYT  W  can  take  off  +he  closed 
horseshoe  from  the  two 
linked  horseshoes.  But  it 
can  be  done  in  a  moment  when  the  secret  Is 
known.  Price,  by  mail,  10c.  each. 

H.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 


SEE-SAW  PUZZLE. 

The  most  absorb¬ 
ing  puzzle  seen  for 
^  years.  The  kind 
you  sit  up  half  the 
night  to  do.  The 
puzzle  is  to  get 
both  balls,  one  in  each  pocket. 

Price,  10c.;  3  for  25c.  by  mail,  postpaid. 
YVOT.FF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  XV.  26th  St..  N.  Y. 


NAME  CARDS 
The  newest  find  in  picture 
postals.  They  are  beautifully 
lithographed  in  a  variety  of 
colors  and  have  various  names, 
such  as  Harry,  Edith,  etc., 
printed  on  the  reverse  side. 
Just  the  thing  to  mail  to  your 
friends.  Price  6  for  10  cents, 
by  mall,  postpaid. 

H.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B'klyn.  N.  Y. 


THE  PRIN¬ 
CESS  OF  YO- 
,  G  I  CARD 
;,i%  TRICK.— 
Four  cards 
^  are  held  in 
the  form  of  a  fan  and  a 
spectator  is  requested  to 
mentally  select  one  of  the 
four.  The  cards  are  now 
shuffled  and  one  is  openly 
taken  away  and  placed  In 
his  pocket.  The  performer  remarks  that  hs 
has  taken  the  card  mentally  selected  by  the 
spectator.  The  three  cards  are  now  displayed 
and  the  selected  card  ie  found  to  be  missing. 
Reaching  in  his  pocket  the  perfora&er  removes 
and  exhibits  the  chosen  card.  Price,  15c. 

W OLFF  NOVELTY  CO..  29  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 


SURPRISE  MOVING-PICTURE  MACHINE. 

It  consists  of  a  small  nickeled 
metal  tube,  ilji  inches  long,  with 
a  lens  eye-view,  which  shows 
a  pretty  ballet  girl  or  any  other 
scene.  Hand  it  to  a  friend  who 
will  be  delighted  with  the  first 
picture,  tell  him  to  turn  the 
screw  on  the  side  of  the  instru¬ 
ment,  to  change  the  views,  when 
a  stream  of  water  squirts  in  his 
face,  much  to  his  surprise.  The 
instrument  can  be  refilled  with 
water  in  an  instant,  and  one 
filling  will  suffice  for  four  or 
five  victims. 


_ 
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MINIATURE  COMPASS  CHARM. 

A  beautiful  charm,  to  b<* 
worn  on  the  watch  chain.  It 
consists  of  a  true  and  perfect 
compass,  to  which  is  attach- 
—  ed,  by  a  pivot,  a  powerful 

.  ,  „  ..  magnifying  glass.  When  not 

in  use  the  magnifying  glass  fits  closely  Inside 
tne  compass  and  is  not  seen.  The  compass  is 
P.tejS,  by  *?■  srIass  crystal,  and  is  hand- 

y  silver-nickel  plated  and  burnished,  pre- 
a  very  attractive  appearance.  Hera 
v*  ,a  re,tat>1©  compass,  a  powerful  mag¬ 
nifying  glass,  and  a  handsome  charm,  all  in 

?>”?•  o-  ,a  Par5sian  novelty,  entirely  new. 
Price.  2oc.  by  mall,  postpaid. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 

This  puzzle  Is  a  won¬ 
der.  It  consists  of  two 
pieces  of  wood.  A  hole 
Is  bored  through  the  up¬ 
per  end  of  both.  A  red 
string  passes  through 

the  holes.  Take  a  knife, 
insert  it  between  the 
wooden  blocks  and  cut  upwards.  You  separate 
the  pieces  of  wood,  and  the  string  is  ap¬ 
parently  cut  in  two.  Close  the  blocks  to¬ 
gether,  seize  an  end  of  the  string,  and  you 

can  pull  the  entire  cord  through  the  holes, 
absolutely — not  cut.  Very  mystifying. 

Price,  12c.  each,  by  mail,  postpaid. 
WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 


SURPRISE  PERFUME 
BOTTLE. 

Those  In  the  joke  may  freely 
smell  the  perfume  in  the  bottle, 
but  the  uninitiated,  on  removing 
the  cork  will  receive  the  contents 
in  his  hands.  This  is  a  simple 
and  clever  joke. 

Price,  10c.  each  by  mall,  post¬ 
paid;  3  for  23c. 

H.  F.  LANS, 

1815  Centre  St.,  B'klyn,  N.  Y. 


Price,  30c.  each  by  mail,  postpaid;  4  for  $1.00. 
IT.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 


INITIAL  WATCH  FOB. 


TRICK  CUP. 

Made  of  natural  white 
wood  turned,  with  two  j 
compartments;  a  round,  | 
black  ball  fits  on  those  j 
compartments;  the  other  | 
is  a  stationary  ball.  By  a 
little  practice  you  make 
the  biack  ball  vanish-,  a 
great  trick  novelty  and  immerse  seller. 

„  Price,  10c.,  postpaid. 

H.  1.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 


It  has  a  neat  enameled  black  strap,  and 
small  secure  buckle,  with  a  patent  catch  so 
that  no  watch  can  slip  off.  The  handsome 
tortoise  shell  pendants  are  beautifully  en¬ 
graved  with  any  initial  you  desire.  The  letter 
is  fire  gilt.,  cannot  rub  off,  and  is  studded  with 
nine  Barrios  diamonds.  These  fobs  are  the 
biggest,  value  ever  offered.  Price,  2oc.  each, 
bv  mail,  postp^d. 

by  FRANK  SMITH,  383  Lenox  Arc.,  N.  Y. 


LINK  THE  LINK  PUZZLE. 

The  sensation  of  th®  day.  ' 
Pronounced  by  all.  the  meat 
yLg  baffling  and  scientific  novelty 

out.  Thousands  have  worked 
terinsr  w  ....  .  at  it;  for  hours  without  mas- 
v, v  it  can  be  done  in  two  seconds 

i»«j  vm5.  links  the  proper  twist,  but  un- 
th»  °X  how.  the  harder  you  twist  them 

one  riniin lr‘h(!y  ?ro"r.  Price,  6c.;  3  for  15c.i 
wm  by  maiI.  postpaid. 

VVOLlt  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  2flth  St..  N.  Y, 

READ  shot  SQUIRT  PISTOL. 

If  you  shoot  a.  man 
with  this  "gun”  he  will 
be  too  mad  to  accept 
the  ancient  excuse — “i  i 
didn't  know  It  was 
loaded.”  It  loads  easily 
•,-a tor  "  with  a  full  Charge  of 

at  th«  v,,  f®king  aim,  press  the  rubber  bulb 
of  tratir  the  Pistol,  when  a.  small  stream 
thing  ,i®  •Skirted  into  his  face.  The  best 


SURPRISE  KIN EMAT O GRAPH . 

The  greatest  hit  of  tb* 
season!  It  consists  *f  a 

small  metal,  nickeled  tube, 
with  a  lens  eye  view, 

which  shows  a  pretty  bal¬ 
let  girl  in  tights.  Hand 

it  to  a  friend,  who  will  be 
delighted  with  the  first  pic¬ 
ture;  tell  him  to  turn  tha 
screw  in  center  of  instru¬ 
ment  to  change  the  views,  when  a  stream  of 
water  squirts  into  his  face,  much  to  his  dis¬ 
gust  Anyone  who  has  not  seen  this  kineme- 

to^raph  in  operation  is  sure  to  be  caught 
every  time.  The  Instrument  can  be  refilled 
with  water  In  an  instant.,  ready  for  the  next 
customer.  Price  25c.  by  mail,  postpaid. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St..  N.  Y. 


THE  MYSTIC  RING. 

A  Brand-New  Trick, 
Just  Out. — Puzzling. 
Mystifying  and  Per¬ 
plexing.  A  metal  ring 
is  handed  around  for 
examination,  and  Is  found  to  be  solid,  unbroken 
japanned  iron.  A  cane,  a  pencil  or  a  string 
Is  held  tightly  at  each  end  by  a  spectator. 
The  performer  lightly  taps  the  cane  with  the 
ring,  and  the  ring  suddenly  is  seen  to  be  en¬ 
circling  the  cane.  How  did  the  ring  pass  the 
spectator’s  two  hands  and  get  on  the  cane? 
The  most  mystifying  trick  ever  invented. 
Others  charge  75  cents  for  this  trick;  but  our 
price,  including  instruction,  is  12c.,  postpaid. 
C.  BEIIB,  150  W.  62 d  St.,  New  York  City. 

MAGIC  DIE  BLOCK. 

A  wonderfully  de¬ 
ceptive  trick!  A  solid 
block,  two  Inches 
square,  is  made  to  ap¬ 
pear 'and  disappear  at 
pleasure.  Borrowing 
a  hat  from  one  of  the 
—  audience,  you  place 

the  block  on  top,  sliding  a  cardboard  cover 
(which  may  be  examined)  over  It.  At  tne 
word  of  command  you  lift  the  cover,  tne  bloctv 
is  &one,  and  the  same  instant  it  falls  to 
floor,  through  the  hat,  with  a  solid  thud,  or 
into  one  of  the  spectator's  hands.  You  mBy 
vary  this  excellent  trick  by  pasoing1  the  block 
through  a  table  and  on  to  the  floor  bencat  t, 
or  through  the  lid  of  a  desk  into  the  drawer, 
©to.  This  trick  never  fails  to  astonish  the 
arpectat.ors,  and  can  be  repeated  as  often  as 
4est fed.  Price,  35c..  postpaid, 

ri.  i\  LANG,  181.5  Centre  St.,  B'klyn,  N.  Y. 
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l*u  Centre  St,  B’klyn,  N.  S'. 


THE  DISAPPEARING  CIGAR. 

_  A  new  and  startling 

trick.  You  ask  a  friend 
irTtew  if  he  will  have  a  cigar; 

if  he  says  yes  (which  is 
usually  the  case),  you 
take  from  your  pocket 
or  cigar  case,  an  ordinary  cigar,  and  hand  it 
to  him.  As  he  reaches  out  for  it,  the  cigar 
instantly  disappears  right  before  his  eyes, 
much  to  his  astonishment.  You  can  apolo¬ 
gize,  saying,  you  are  very  sorry,  hut  that  it 
was  the"  last  cigar  you  had,  and  the  chances 
are  that  he  will  invite  you  to  smoko  with  mm 
if  you  will  let  him  into  the  secret.  It  is  not 
done  by  sleight -of -hand,  but  the  cigar  actu¬ 
ally  disappears  so  suddenly  that  it  is  impossi¬ 
ble for  the  eve  to  follow  it.  and  where  it  has 
gone  no  one"  can  tell.  A  wonderful  illusion. 

"  price,  10c.;  3  for  25c.  by  mall,  postpaid. 
II.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  SI.,  B'klyn,  N.  Y. 


EGGS  OF  PHARAOH’S  SERPENTS. 

A.  wonderful  and  startling 
novelty!  "Pharaoh's  Serpent,” 
are  produced  from  a  small  egg. 
no  larger  than  a.  pea.  Place  one 
of  them  on  a  plate,  touch  fire 
to  it  with  a  common  match,  and 
instantly  a  largo  serpent,  a  yard 
or  more  in  length,  slowly'  un¬ 
coils  itself  from  the  burning  egg. 
Each  serpent  assumes  a  different 
position.  One  will  appear  to  he 
gliding  over  the  ground,  with 
head  erect,  as  though  spying 
danger;  another  will  coil  Itself  up,  as  If  pre¬ 
paring  for  tlie  fatal  spring  upon  its  victim, 
while  another  will  stretch  out  lazily,  appar¬ 
ently  enjoying  its  usual  noonday'  nap.  Im¬ 
mediately  after  the  egg  stops  burning,  the 
serpent  hardens,  and  may  afterward  be  kept 
as  an  amusing  curiosity'.  They  are  put  up  In 
wooden  boxes,  twelve  eggs  in  a  box.  Pries. 
8o.,  3  boxes  for  20c.;  1  dozen  boxes  for  00c., 
sent  by  mail,  postpaid. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  "9,.  2*  *.¥-  26lb  St..  N.  K, 


SM A  1.1.  COLLAPSIBLE  I'KNCII.S 

. .  i  I  fi*-  name  is  u  Jok^. 

T" '  '  *  U  looks  small  enough 

while  It  Is  hanging  on 
jour  watch-charm.  anil  It  Is  very  handsome 
in 'design,  prettily  nickeled,  and  \ery  compact. 

I  > 1 1 1  inst  hand  the  end  of  it  to  your  friend, 
and  it  begins  to  untelescope  until  he  imagines 

I I  *  etc  is  no  cud  to  it.  Besides  its  ability  to 
n  ike  iuii.  it  ts  a  good  useful  pencil,  too. 

1  ‘nee,  15c.  each,  by  mail,  postpaid. 
WU1.1  I  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  \V.  2(5th  .St..  X.  Y. 


wood 

II.  F. 


DELTSIOX  TRICK. 

A  magic  lit t .e  box  In  three 
parts  that  is  very  mystify¬ 
ing  to  those  not  in  the  trick. 
A  coin  placed  on  a  piece  of 
paper  disappears  by  dropping 
a  nickel  ring  around  it  from 
the  magic  box.  Made  of  hard 
two  inches  in  diameter.  I’rice,  12c.' 

LANG,  1815  Centre  St..  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 


E  MAGIC  NATI.y 


KNITTER 

Every  boy  who  wants  a 
tvhip-lash.  pair  of  reins,  or 
any  other  knitted  article  of 
similar  kind  should  have  a 

V _ )  Knitter.  Anybody  can  work 

it.  The  most  beautiful  de¬ 
signs  can  be  made  by  using 
colored  worsteds  with  this  handy  little  object, 
li  is  handsomely  lacquered,  strongly  made,  and 
t lib  wires  are  very  durable. 

Price,  10c.  each,  by  mail,  postpaid. 
C.  BE! IK.  i:-0  IV.  62(1  St..  New  York  City. 


0  <£? 


TRAVELLING  JOKE. 

Yards  upon  yards  of  laughs. 
Don't  miss  it  I  Everyone  falls  for 
this  one.  I*,  consists  of  a  nice  lit¬ 
tle  bobbin  mound  which  is  wound 
a  spool  of  thread.  You  pin  the 
bobbin  under  the  lapel  of  your  coat, 
and  pull  the  end  of  the  thread 
through  your  button  hole,  then 
watch  youi  friends  try  to  pick  the 
niece  of  thread  off  your  coat. 

Ch  said:  Get  one!  Price.  12c.  each,  by 
Postage  stamps  taken  same  as  money. 

11  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St..  N.  Y. 


POCKET  SAYINGS  BANK. 

A  perfect  little  bank,  handsomely 
nickel  plated.  Holds  just  five  dol¬ 
lars  (50  dimes).  It  cannot  be 
opened  until  the  hank  is  full,  when 
it  can  be  readily  emptied  and  re¬ 
locked,  ready  to  be  again  refilled 
Every  parent  should  see  that  their 
children  have  a  small  savings  bank, 
as  the  early  habit  of  saving  their 
dlrrms  is  of  the  greatest  importance. 
Habits  formed  in.  early  life  are  sel¬ 
dom  forgotten  in  later  years.  Price 
of  this  little  bank,  10c.;  3  for  25c., 
mailed  postpaid. 

LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 


.7  I’M  ftXO  CARD. — A 

pretty  little  trick,  easy  to 
perform.  Effect:  A  select¬ 
ed  card  returned  to  the 
deck  jumps  high  into  the 
air  at  the  performer’s  com¬ 
mand.  Pack  is  held  in  «ne 
hand.  Price  of  apparatus, 
with  enough  cards  to  per¬ 
form  the  trick,  10c. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  \V.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 

GIANT  SAW 
PUZZLE. 

This  puzzle  contains 
twenty-one  pieces  of 
wood  nicely  finished; 
take  them  apart  and 
put  them  together 
same  as  illustrated. 
Everybody  would  like 
to  try  it,  as  it  is  very 
fascinating.  Price,  by 
mail,  postpaid,  25c. 
each. 

C.  I5KHB,  150  W.  62(1  St.,  New  York  City. 


T7TF  MAGIC  NAIf./ 

A  common  na.i 
f'-r  cxamlna'  Ion.  A, 
siat  tly  shown  pierc-' 
the  finger;  and 
taken  out.  the  fing< 
to  be  perfectly 
and  tlw*  nail  Is  ai 
to  be  examined.  Nicely  finished. 

,  Price.  10c.  by  mail 

C.  B  EII1C,  150  IV.  62(1  St..  New 

JAPANESE  TRIC  K  KNIT 

You  can  show  the 
instantly  draw  it  a 
linger,  apparently  c» 
into  the  flesh.  The 
H-PPea'-s  <  n  the  Mt 
knife,  giving  a  star 
to  the  spectators, 
is  removed  and  thi 
found  in  good  condition.  Quite  a 
Illusion.  Price  10c.  eac 

FRANK  SMITH,  383  Lenox  Are 


THE  MULTIPLYING  CORKS.  —  A  small 

round  box  is  shown  to  be  empty  and  one  of 
the  spectators  is  allowed  to  place  three  corks 
in  it.  The  cover  is  put  on  and  the  box  is 
handed  to  one  of  the  spectators,  who,  upon 
removing  the  cover,  finds  six  corks  in  the  box. 
Three  of  the  corks  are  now,  made  to  vanish  as 
mysteriously  aa  they  came.  Very  deceptive. 

Price,  15c. 

H.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St..  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 


TANGO  TOP 

A  brand  net 
More  fun  than  a  < 
spin  the  post 
fingers,  and  the 
goes  all  around 
the  circular  metal 
out  falling  off,  i 
is  not  fastened  ii 
When  the  post 
mug,  the  snake  drops  from  the  lid 
the  secret  of  Its  great  attraction  ti 
The  marvel  of  the  age. 

Price,  10c.  each,  by  mai 
C.  BEHR,  150  W.  62d  St.,  New 


THE  FIGHTING  ROOSTE 

A  full  blood 
fighting  gar 
,,  These  liliputh 
(  have  real  featl 
legs  and  fiery 
their  movemi 
••  fighting  are  pe 
ural  and  Ilfel!’ 
secret  of  their 
is  known  only  to  the  operator.  wh‘ 
them  to  battle  with  each  othe 
and  as  long  as  desired.  Independi 
fighting  proclivities  they  make  ’ 
mantel  ornaments.  Price  for  the 
strong  box,  10c.;  3  pairs  for  25» 
postpaid. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  20  W.  26t 


WE  WANT  YOU 

TO  READ 

“Moving  Picture  Stories 

A  Weekly  Magazine  devoted  to  Photoplays  and  Players  ::  Absolutely  the  finest  little  publication  cn  the  news- 

WWPRIQE  5  GENTS  A  COPY  TMt  . 

ISSUED  EVERY  FRIDAY  ...  .  THIRTY-TWO  PAGES 

BEAUTIFUL  COLORED  COVER  DESIGNS  -  FINE  HALF-TONE  FRONTISPIECES 

New  portraits  of  actors  and  actresses  every  week  -  Get  a  copy  of  this  weekly  magazine  and  see  whe 

EVERY  NUMBER  CONTAINS 

Six  Gripping  Stories,  based  on  the  latest  and  best  films,  each  profusely  illustrated  with  fine  half-tones  of  scenes 
plays. 

Photographs  and  Biographies  of  the  most,  celebrated  Photoplay  actors  and  actresses. 

Special  Articles  relating  to  Moving  Pictures,  written  by  the  greatest  authorities  in  the  film  business. 

News  Notes  from  the  studios  about  the  doings  of  everybody  of  prominence  connected  with  the  Photoplays. 
Scenario  Hints  and  the  names  of  all  the  companies  who  may  buy  the  plays  you  write. 

Poems,  .Tkigles,  Jests  and  every  bright  feature  calculated  to  interest  both  vouug  and  old. 

GET  A  COPY  NOW  from  your  newsdealer,  or  send  us  5  cents  in  money  or  postage  stamps,  and  we  wll 
you  the  latest  number  issued. 


FRANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher 

1t/8  West  23d  Street 


New  Y< 


